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A DCC ACTIV. 


PN ET ARA GEM 


HERE can be no doubt but that Pſalms 

and Hymns and Spiritual Songs con- 
ſtitute a part of divine worſhip; and where 
the:e is a real love between miniſter and 
people, founded upon the mutual faith of both, 
thoſe Hymns perhaps are moſt likely to ſerve 
the purpoſes of oy ee which are ſelected 
by the one for the uſe of the other : becauſe 
in ſuch connections, “ as in water face is to 
face, jo is the heart of man to man.” row. xxvii. 
19. The preacher fuits the hearcr—their 
experience, their views, their habits are ſimi- 

= lar, and often the fame. Under theſe impreſ- 
ions I have followed the examples of ſome 
® molt eminent ſervants of God, in ſelecting 
X theſe divine ſongs for the uſe of a people 
whom the great Head of the Church is pleaſed 

to entruſt to my care I have ſtudiouſly 
avoided every thing which appeared to me 
wild, fanciful, or triffing, either in ſentiment 

or expreſſion, and aimed ſimply at the ſup- 
Port 


(iv ] 
port and increaſe of ſober, ſerious, ſcriptural 

od!ineſs, ſuch as glows in the heart, ſhines 
in the life, and animates the whole inner and 
outer man; fuch as the Apoſtle feems to re- 
commend, when he ſays, ** Let the word of 
CHRIsT dwell in you richly in all wiſdom, 
teaching and admoniſhing one another in pſalms, 
hymns, and ſpiritual ſongs, ſinging with grace 
in your hearts unto the Lox D. Col. iii. 16. 
Encouraged by theſe words of the HoLyY 
GurosT, and many others to the ſame im- 
port, I put theſe Pſalms and Hymns into the 
hands of a people whom J love in the Lord, 
for whom J am ready to ſpend and be ſpent, 
with whom it is in my heart to live and die, 
and to be eternally connected, when time and 
death ſhall be no more. May the Loks, 
vehoſe praiſes they contain, give them his 
ſanction, and make them effectual to pro- 
mote the glory of his great Name, and the 
good of his tedeemed people. 


INDEX To PSALMS. 


A. 

Pſalm 

RISE ye people | 47 

All people hear 49 

Among th? aſſemblies 82 

All people that 100 

Ariſe O King 132 
B. | 

By thy unwearied ſtrength 21 

Blefſed how bleſſed 33 

Bleſt is the man 41 

Bleſt are the ſouls | 8g 


Bleſſed 


Bleſſed the man 
Bleſt is each one 
Behold and have 


Come children learn 
Confeſs the Lox b 


| Ds 
Deliver me O Gop 


E. 


Erect your heads 
Early, my Gop 
Except the Loꝝx v 


Fools in their hearts 
For Thee, O Gop 

For ever ſhall my ſong 
From age to age 

From all that 

From loweſt depths 
For ever bleſſed 


Soy is my portion 
God's perfect law 


vi 


Give to the Lox D 

| Good is our refuge 
Gop counts the lorrows 
Gop my ſupporter 
God in this earthly 


| How bleſt is He 
Help LoR D, for 
How long, O Lorp 
High in the heav'ns 
Haſte to my aid 
Hear O my people 
Haſt Thou not planted 
. How pleaſant how 
He reigns, the Lord 
How did my heart 

$ Had not the LoR D 

Hallelujah 


In anger Lox p 
I lift my foul 
| I waited patient 
II ipeak the honors 
In Sion Gop 
la Judah Gop 
It is the Lo p 
& I love the Log p 
In me, O Lox o 
In all my vaſt concerns 


3 


Judge me O Loa p 
Juſt ſudge of 
Jesus ſhall reign 
Jehovah reigns 
Joy to the world 


. 


Loup hear my words 
Loxp in thy temple 
Lord I am thine 

Log p we have heard 

Let ſinners take 

Lok p hear the voice 
Lox ÞD when Thou 

LoxDp when this vine 
Lo! what an entertaining 


M. 


My Gov how many 
My wuſt is in 

My Gop, my Gop 
My heart doth 

My God in whom 
My waiting ſoul 
My Gop no longer 
My Saviour God 
Mercy and Judgment 
My ſoul inſpired 
My ſoul praiſe 
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My heart O Gop 
My Gop accept 


My righteous Judge 


Now plead my cauſe 
No God the impious 
Not unto us 


O Gop of Grace 
O Lor Dp our GOD 
On Gop my ſtedfaſt 
On Thee O Lok op 
O bleſſed ſouls 

O ſpare me Lox D 
O Gop of Mercy 
O come all ye 

O Iſrael's Father 
O Gon our help 
O God to whom 
O render thanks 


O God whole former 


Open the gates 
O that the Lory 
O thou whole grace 


Oft did they vex 


O praiſe ye the Lox v 
O praiſe the Lox o 


N. 


91 


P. 


Praiſe ye the Loa o, exalt 
Preſerve me Lord 

Praiſe ye the Lox b, my heart 
Praiſe ye the Lox p, tis good 


R. 
Repuls'd, dispers'd 
8. 


Save me, O Gop 

Salvation is for ever 

Sweet is the work 

Sing to the Lex D Jehovah's 
Sing to the LoRx D ye 

Songs of immortal 


Sweet is the mem' ry 


T. 


»Tis Gop that girds 
The LoxD my ſhepherd 
The Lox b of Glory 

To render thanks 

To Thee O Lorp 
Teach me the meaſure 
The Lok the Judge 
Thy name my ſtedfaſt 
To bleſs thy choſen 


Palm. 


135 
1.40 


147 


Thy righteous acts 
j Tay name immortal 
10 [o Gop | cry'd 
46 % Gop our never: failing 
47 To my complaint 
Ihe ſecret place 
The Loxb is come 
A ib Almighty reigns 
60 [The Gop Jehovah 
The Log p unto 
This is the day 
To Gop I cry'd 


09 To heav'n I lift 
» Wi hoſe that do place 
558 To Gup I made 
95 | 
vo W. 
"FS 1 
45 MV hy did the nations 
Vi my whole heart 
Vny do the men 
Vhen law and juſtice 
15 hy do the wealthy 
23 Lich earneſt longings 
27 ay tyrant boaſts 
28 W\h-n overwhelm'd 
zoggen batt thou caſt 
39.0 ith one content 
COW hen Iſrael's tribes 
$4 WW hen [acod's ſans 
ben Lion's bondage 
Thy! 


Palm. 


105 
11 


When 


— 


- =M 


— . 
>——— — 4 


— 


= — 
a 82 * 
p _y 


898 we * 
a - 

— _ rand "22,7 — _ OO 

—— mb 22 "Fc =” — 


— 
— ——— 
—— — — 
4 


— — ww 


— — — — 


a ——ͤ— — ns 
. WPI 
* 


—— — — 
— ——1—ͤ— — — 
—— — 


"> 


— 


. - - Wa - — 
"_—_ — IS 
yn — — — 


— 
— 
— — 

1 


8 


When Gop reveal'd 


When we our wearied 


With all my pow'rs 


Ve men whole lips 
Ye ſervants of 


The 


INDEX| 


31 
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INDEX To HYMNS, 


The initial Letters L. M. &c, and the Figures 6, 7 
&c. ſhew the Meaſure of each Hymn. 


L. M. Long M-afure, 
C. M. Common Meaſure. 
S. M. Short Meaſure. 


X A. 
— a Hymn. 
4 H, lovely appearance of death L. M. 95 
Ard does my Maker condeſcend L. M. 81 
ind is it yet, great Lox b, a doubt L. M. 5 
nd will the Log b thus condelcend C. M. 4+ 
re, my foul, my joyful pow'rs C. M. 55 
tend while Gop's eternal Som C. M. 74 


b 3 Awake 


Come, thou Fount of ev'ry bleſſing 8, 


{xiv } 


Hymn. 
Awake and fing the ſong S. M. 72 
f. debtor to mercy alone L. M. 135 


All ye that paſs by, to Jess draw mph 10, 11. 139 
Away my unbeheving tear L. M. 114 


B. 


Before Je novan's awful throne L. M. 


. 
O 


Bleft be the Far HER and . L. M. 8; 
Brethren, let us join to bleſs 7. 97 | 
Bright King of Gicry, creadful Goos L. M. 52 
Bring to the Los p your nobleſt lays L. M. 50 
Bury d in ſhadows of the night L. M. 9 
Beloved Saviouk, faichful Friend L. M. 137 
By me, O my Saviouk, ſtand 7, 6. 146 
= 
Carisr, from whom all bleſfings flow 7. 98 


Canrisr the Logd is ris'n to dey £after- 
Ber. þ 105 


Come, all harmonious tongues S. M. 56 
Come, let us join our chearful _ C. M. 411 
Come, let us all unite to praiſe , M. 931 


Come, Hour Ghoſt, &c. Vi. 3 L. M. 11 
Come, Hour Six r, heavinly Dove C. M. 658 
Come, thou almighty KING 6, 4. of 


Come, thou long, &c, 2 Roy wc, "ing 7. 
Come, ye that love the Lozv S. NI. 


D. 
Dead be my heart to all below L. M. 


iv 
Gio 
601 
G01 


1 


72 F. 


35 Faith is the brighteſt evidence C. M. 
39 % Ferna, how wide thy glory ſhines C. M. 
14 rnzs of Mercies, in thy word C. M. 
FAT HER, Son, and Holy GHOST 
Flow faſt, my tears, the cauſe is great L. M. 
85 From heav'n the loud, th* angelic ſong began 


97 G. 


50 Give me the wings of faith to riſe, C. M. 
9 OClory and honor be to Thee L. M. 

137 Gos moves in a my ferious way C. M. 

465 Cop of my talvation hear 7, 6. 


H. 


Hail, holy, holy, hely Lom p C. M. 

Hail the ond that ſees Him rife. A/tenſcon- 
Day. 

Hail, Thau once deſpiſed Jesus 8, 7. 

Happy the heart where graces reign C. M. 


Hark, how the hoſts of heaven cry L. M. 
Hk, tie herald angels ſing. Chritmas- 
Day. 7 


Ilie dics, the Friend of ſinners dies L. M. 
Illo beautcous are their feet S. M. 
low can we adore 8. 

low empty was our former boaſt C. M. 
378 How heavy is the night S. M. 


Hark, from the ſhades of night beneath C. M. 


He comes, He comes, the Judge ſevere L. M. 


1 


Wt = | Hymn. 
Hos, oft have fin and Satan ſtrove L. M. 40 Lo! 
ll — How ſad our ſtate by nature is C. M. 19 Toa 
0 Hail, ſov'reign Love! that firſt began L. M. 128 Lon 
$g Hither, ye poor, ye ſick, ye blind L. M. 144 Los 
43 How bleſt thy creature is, O Gov C. M. 126 Lo 
_- : Los 
I I Lok! 
q | , | Love 
BY Jexovan-Jesus! glorious Name C. M. 33133 
| 1 Iss v, lover of my ſou! 8 | 30 
5 „ JEsus, our Prophet, Prieſt, and King C. M. 61 
ö oF Jesu, thy blood and righteouſneſs L. M. 96 
. IEs u, we hang upon thy word "Mn Th * : 
T4 day. L. M. No r 
it In this world of tin and forrow 8, 7. 138 Not 
$188 I aſk'd the Lord that I might grow L. M. 125 [IN ow 
1 Jesus, and ſhall it ever be L. M. 148 Nor 
16 Jesu, at thy command 6, 8. 131 
1 IEs u, let thy pity ing eye 7, 6. 132 
18 Jesu, my SAV1IOUR, in thy face L. M. 130 3 
[| TJe>us, ſhew us thy ſalvation 8, 7. 113 8 8 
3198 In dreary waſtes, where horror dwel's L. M. 141 5 GC 
i i In ev'ry trouble ſharp and ſtroagg C. M. 143 0 3 
ih Joy is a fruit that will not grow C. M. 119 0 . 
1 J Is there a thing that moves and breaks C. M. 145 9 85 
1 
li} L. Oel 
bit | 1 
laden with guilt, and full of fears C. M. 89 Mun! 
| Lift up your heads, &c, Fun. 103 * 8 
Tat MS ©, 
Lo! 


Ln 


Lo! He comes, with clouds deſcending 8,7. 76 


. and Go of heav'nlx pow'rs 7. 68 
Lon p, give me richly to enjoy L. M. 49 
Lok , how my ſterious are thy ways L. M. 10 


Lob of the Sabbath, Thee we praiſe C. M. 82 
Lok», we confeſs our num*rous faults C. M. 44 
Lok b, what a country waſte and wild C. M. 1 


ove divine, all love excelling 8, 7, 21 
gt of thoſe whole dreary dwelling 8, 7. 112 
my foul with pleaſure ſprings 7, 0. 127 
N. 
No more, my Gov, I boaſt no more L M. 43 
Not all The blood of beaſts S. M. 90 
Now begin the heav'nly theme 7. 15 
Now to the pow'r of Gop ſupreme L. M. 46 
coy | 7 

O come, chou wounded Laws of Go L. M. 3 
O Gov, how endleis 15 thy love L. M. 99 
O for a heart and mouth to pratie L. M,. 51 
0 happy ſaints, who dwell in light L. M. 75 
O happy fouls, that live on high C. M. 34 
O S 1 mn of ee ariſe C. M. 66 
O 1 n whom the Gentiles truſt L. M. 91 
Of fie ho did falyation bring L. M. 27 
Our "xo is rilen, &c. A/cenſion-Day. L. M. 109 
Our Shepherd alone 5. 87 
Oh! for a cloſer walk with Gov C. M. 117 
O Jzsu, 


E 


| Hymn, 
Vs O Jas v, our Lond, thy i be ador'd 10, 11, 136 e 8 
W 8 OLlozp, my delt 2 ivihl C. M. 147 = / 
£38 oh ec 
Ki aere 
| 1 1 | 15 WW hou 
1 Plung'd in a gulph of dark deſpair C. M. 25 202 
18 Praiſe the Lok b, who reigns above 7, 6. 133% % 
| $20 6 
. R. 0 of 
178 ere 
0 | Raiſe your triumphant ſongs S. M. 26 !:is C 
wht Rejoice evermore 5. o'. 
1 Rejoice, the Lok b 1s King 6, 8. 13 be b. 
Ric, my foul, aud ſtretch thy wings 7, 6. Se 
N 1 um 
115 
1 8. 
1 Salvation! O the joy ful found C. M. 28 
I See how created nature ſtands L. M. 641 hat e 
* So Gop hath lov'd a wretched world C. M. Sar 
17 Sox of Go), thy bleſſing grant 7. ; [ 
1 Sons of men, behold trom far 7. | 


L 


SAVICUR, ſhine, and cheer my toul 7. 
See the world for youth prepares 7. 


i 

. » . 

3 

115 The great IE HOVAu reigns S. M. 


Tae Loa p of earth and KV. New Near. 
Taue riches of thy L C. M 
5 The riches of thy glory, Lon p C. M. 
The Saviour calls, let ev'ry ear C. M. 


n. ts 

6 = Sun of Righteouſnels appears. £Eafter- 107 

a Day. C. M. 

* Wt hee we adore, Eternal Name C. M. 53 
here is a land of pure deligut C. M. 54 


hou dear REDEEMER, dying Laus C. M. 29 
28 Thou hidden Love of Gop, whoſe heigat L. M. 2 


33 k0v only Sov'rein of my heart L. M. 6 
I'zs done, th? atoning, &c. Good- Friday. L. M. 16 
to Gon the only wiſe S. M. 83 
ere is a fountain ſill'd with blood C. M. 121 
26 is Gen is the Gop we adore L. N. 116 
07 WW io! troubles aſſail, and dangers affright 10, 11. 118 
13 he book of nature open lies C. M. 12 
84 e Gop of Abr'am praiſe | 134 
my happineſs below 7. _—_ 
. W. 
289 
bat equal honors Nall we bring L. M. 42 


+ bar mall the dying ſinner do L. M. 3 
24 =: tio my frail eye. lids reſuſe L.. M. 38 
oben a thy mercies, O my GO C. M. 14 
z0H lien hanging on the mother's breaſt 8, 8, 6. 39 
23 4 * 5 ſur vey the wond! rous croſs L. M. 03 
en iſing from the des of death C. M. 32 

hen wich my mind devoutly preſt 8, 8, 6. 7 

ao hach our report belizy ed. Good Friday: 

12 8.8, 7: $ "I 
33 Wb j©y we meditate the grace C. M. 45 
48 * ld, adieu, thou real cheat 7. WS 
hat mall we tender unto Thee L. M. 115 
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Hymn, 


Why does your face, ye humble fouls C. M. 149 
Why do we mourn departing friends C. M. 150 


— — 


. 


Ye ſervants of Gop <5. 
Ye dying ſons of men 6, 8. 


ine 
W Befo: 
Wor for; 
Amor 


49 
"| PLALMS of DAVID, 
In METRE. 


PSALM I. 


OW bleſt is he, who ne'er conſents 
| By ill advice to walk! 
For lands in ſinners' way, nor fits 
Where men profanely talk. 


ut makes the perfect law of Gop 

His buſineſs and delight, 
devoutly reads therein by day, 
And meditates by night. 


ike ſome fair tree, which fed by ſtreams, 
With timely fruit does bend, 


e 1! ſhall flouriſh, and ſucceſs 
z All his deſigns attend. 


Ingodly men, and their attempts, 
Lo laſting root ſhall find; 
Intimely blaſted, and diſpers'd, 
Linke chaff before the wind. 

V eir guilt ſhall ſtrike the wicked dumb 
Before their Judge's face: 
Wor formal hypocrite ſhall then 
Among the ſaints have place. 


2 | P 8 A L MS. 


For Gop approves the juſt man's ways; 
To happineſs they tend: 

But ſinners, and the paths they tread, 
Shali beth in ruin end. 


PSALM II. 
IL-5 did the nations join to ſlay 


The Lokp's anointed So? 
Why did they caſt his laws away, 
And tread his guſpel down ? 
The Lox, that fits above the ſkies, 
Derides their rage below ; 
He ſpeaks with vengeance in his eyes, 
And ſtrikes their ſpirits through. 


& I call Him my Eternal Sow, 
« And raiſe Him from the dead ; 
* make my holy hill his throne, 
« And wide his kingdom ſpread. 


„ Aſt me, my Sox, and then enjoy 
« The utmoſt heathen lands: 

« Thy rod of iron ſhall deſtroy 
Ihe rebel that withſtands.“ 


Be wiſe, ye rulers of the earth, 
Obey th* anointed Load; 

Adore the King of heav'nly birth, 
And tremble at his word. 


With humble love addreſs his throne ; ' 


For if He frown, ye die: 
They are ſecure, and they alone, 
Who on his grace rely. 


My 


dalvati 

His 
Dleflin, 
And 


PSalll 


P*S-A L X. 8. 


PSALM III. 


Y Gon, how many are my fears! 
Hew faſt my toes increaſe! 

,onſpiring my eternal death, 

They break my preſent peace. 


he lying tempter would perſuade, 
There's no relief in heavn; 

nd all my ſwelling ſins appear 

Joo big to be forgiv'n. 

But Thou, my glory and my ſtrength, 
Shalt on the tempter tread ; 

Shalt ſilence all my threat'ning guilt, 
And raiſe my drooping head: 


Vhat though the hoſts of death and hell 
All arm'd againſt me ſtood, 

Terrors no more ſhall ſhake my ſoul ; 
My retuge 1s my GoD. 

dalvation to the Loxp belongs; 
His arm alone can fave ; 

Bleſſings attend thy people here, 

And reach beyond the grave. 


PSALM IV. 
5 Gop of Grace and Righteouſneſs, 


Hear and attend when I complain; 
nou haſt enlarg'd me in diſtreſs; 
pow down a gracious ear again, 


\L B 2 Ye 


4 us. 


Ye ſons of men, in vain ye try 

To turn my glory into ſhame; 

How long will ſcoffers love to lye, 

And dare reproach my SAviouR's name? 


Let the unthinking many ſay, 

Who will beſtow ſome earthly good?“ 
But, Lok b, thy light and love we pray; 
Our ſouls deſire this heav'nly food. I 


Then ſhall my cheerful pow'rs rejoice 


At grace and favors ſo divine! No 
Nor will I change my happy choice, f 
For all their corn and all their wine. 15 


2 | P 8 A L M V. Cor 
LCR, hear my words, my thoughts attend 1 
| And let my ſuppliant cry Shal 
To Thee, my KI NSG, my Gob, aſcend, M 
For unto Thee I pray. How 
To Thee, ere morn has ſtreak'd the ſky, 1 
My ſoul ſhall pour her pray'r; He h 
On Thee ſhall fix her wakeful eye, Hi 
And faſten all her care, He f. 
I'll ſeek ſalvation in thy ſight, Ar 
From ſin, and death, and hell; 
For darkneſs cannot ſtand with light, | 
Nor evil with Thee dwell. 

O lead my in thy righteouſnels, M Y 
And leſt my toes gainſay, Nit 
Before my heaven- directed face | Fe 

8 


Make plain thy holy way. 


PSALM S. 


Let all, who truſt in Thee, rejoice, 
And ever ſhout for joy; 

Thy name be their defence, their choice, 
And all their praiſe employ. 


PSALM VI. 


N anger, LoRD, rebuke me not; 
Withdraw the dreadful ſtorm :; 
Nor let thy tury grow ſo hot 
Againſt a feeble worm. 


Sorrow and pain wear out my days; 
1 waſte the night with cries; 
Counting the minutes as they paſs, 

Till the low morning riſe. 


Shall I be ſtill tormented more? 
My eyes conſum'd with grief? 
How long, my GoD, how long betore 
Thine hand affords relief ? 


| He hears when duſt and aſhes ſpeak ; 
He pities all our groans ; 
He ſaves us for his mercy's ſake, 
And heats our broken bones. 


end 


PSALM VII. 


M* truſt is in my heav'nly Friend; 
My hope in Thee, my Gop; 
Riſe, and my helpleſs foul defend 
From thoſe 5A ſeek my blood. 


B 3 


8 PS ALMS. 
Left with inſulting fury they 


My ſoul in pieces tear, 
As hungry lions rend the prey, 
When no deliverer's near. 


Let me not do the deed unjuſt, 

Nor injure friend or foe; 

Let them not tread my life to duſt, 
Nor lay mine honor low. 


Ariſe, my Goo, lift up thine hand, 

Their pride and pow'r controul ; 
Awake to judgment and command 

Deliv'rance to my ſoul. 


That ſo, whilſt circling crowds await 
Around thy righteous throne, 

The juſt may hear their bleſſed fate, 
The wicked meet their own. 


PS AL M VIII. 


O LoRD our Gop, how wond'rous great 
Is thine exalted name! 
The glories of thy heav'nly ſtate 


Let men and babes proclaim. 


When I behold thy works on high, 
The moon that rules the nigat, 

And. ſtars that well adorn the ſky, 
Thoſe moving worlds of light! 


"x LoRD, what is man, or all his race, 

| Who dwells ſo far below, 

1 That thou ſhouldſt viſit him with grace, 
| And love his nature ſo ! 
| 


PF CAL HM. 
That thine Eternal Sox ſhould bear 


To take a mortal form! 
Made lower than his angels are, 
To fave a dying worm! 


Him Thou haſt crown'd with majeſty, 
Who bow'd his guiltleſs head: 

To Him Thou'ſt givin a name moſt high; 
Moſt wide his kingdom ſpread. 


ESUS, our Lok D, how wond'rous great 
Is thy exalted name 

he glories of thy heav'nly ſtate 

Let the whole earth proclaim. 


PSALM IX. 
ITH my whole heart I'll raiſe my ſong, 


Thy wonders PII prociaim ; 

Thou, ſov'reign Judge of right and wrong, 
Wilt put my foes to ſhame, 

U ſing thy majeſty and grace; 

My Goy prepares his throne, 

o judge the world in righteouſneſs, 

And make his wonders known. 


[hen ſhall the Lob a refuge prove 
For all the poor oppreſt, 

Lo ſave the people ot his love, 
And give the weary reſt. 


The men, that know thy name, vill truſt 
In thine abundant grace; 

or Thou haſt ne'er forſook the juſt, 
Who humbly ſought thy face. 


Tha Sing 
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Sing praiſes to the righteous Lok, 
Who dwells on Zion's hill; 


Who executes his threat'ning word, 
And doth his grace fulfil. 


PSALM RX. 


V HY do the men of malice ſay, 
Elate with fooliſh pride, 
« The LoRD will never us repay, 
% Nor fight on Zion's ſide ??? - 


Aſſert thy juſt dominion, Lord ; 
Stretch forth thy mighty hand, 
As when the heathen felt thy ſword, 

And periſh'd from thy land. 


Thou haſt the humble ſuppliants heard, 
Who to thy throne repair; 

They come with hearts by Thee prepar'd. 
And Thou accept'ſt their pray'r. 


Proud tyrants ſhall no more oppreſs, 
No more deſpiſe the jutt ; | 

And mighty ſinners ſhall confeſs, 
They are but earth and duſt. 


PSALM XI. 
ON GoD my ſtedfaſt hopes rely; 


How then would ye perſuade 
My foul, as tiw*rous bird, to fly, 
And icck the mountain's ade? 


PS AL Mis. 


See, prompt to ill, th' inſidious toe 
Prepare the poiſon'd dart ; 

Now couch'd in ſecret, bend the bow, 
To lay th' upright in heart. 


« If the foundations fail, they cry, 
« What will the righteous do?“ 

The Lok is in his temple high, 
The holy Loxp, and true. 


The human race his eyes behold, 
The juſt He tries in love; 
Whilſt ſinners, violent and bold, 


His perfect hatred prove, 


Snares, fire, and brimſtone, tempeſt dire, 
On ſinners He ſhall rain; 

The baleful cup, replete with ire, 
They to the dregs ſhall drain. 


For, juſt himſelf, to righteouſneſs 
The Lord his love inclines ; 

Delighted in his works to trace 
His image, where it ſhines, 


PSALM XI 


HELP, LoRD, for none are godiy found, 
And faithful men do fail ; 
Vain words and flattering lips abound, 
And double hearts prevail. 


The Lokp ſhall cut off from on high 
Tongues of deceit and pride: 
Are not our lips our own,” they cry, 


And who is LoRD beſide ?” 


% Now, 


+} 


ow PS AL MS. 


« Now,” ſaith the Loan, now will I riſe, 
« And make oppreſſors flee; 

& I've heard the poor and needy's ſighs, 
« And I will ſet them free.“ 


Thy words, like filver ſeven times try'd, 


Thy words, O Lokp, are pure; 
And they, who in thy truth confide, 
Shall find thy promiſe ſure. | 


PSALM XIII. 
OW long, O Lory, ſhall I complain, 


Like one that ſeeks his Gop in vain ? 


Canſt Theu thy face for ever hide, 


And I ſtill pray and be deny'd? 

Shall I for ever be forgot, | 

As one whom Thou regardeſt not? 
Still ſhall my ſoul thine abſence mourn, 
And {till deſpair of thy return? 


How long ſhall my poor troubled breaſt 
Be with theſe anxious thoughts oppreſt ? 
And Satan, my malicious foe, 

Rejoice te ſee me ſunk ſo low? 


Hear, LorD, and grant me quick relief, 
Before my death concludes my grief; 

If thou withhold'ſt thy heav'nly light, 

I ſleep in everlaſting night. 


How will the pow'rs of darkneſs boaſt, 
It but one praying ſoul be loſt ! 

But I have truſted in thy grace, 
And [hall again behold thy face, 


Whate'e 
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hate'r my fears or foes ſuggeſt, 

hou art my hope, my joy, my reſt ; 
My heart {hall feel thy love, and raiſe 
My caeerful voice to ſongs of praiſe. 


PSALM XIV. 
OOLS in their hearts believe and ſay, 


That all religion's vain; - 
< There is no God that reigns on high, 
« Or minds th' affairs of men.“ 


From thoughts ſo dreadful and profane, 
Corrupt diſcourſe proceeds ; 

nd in their impious hands are found 
Abominable deeds. 


he LorD from his celeſtial throne 
Look'd down on things below, 


To find the man that ſought his grace, 
Or did his juſtice know. 


By nature, all are gone aſtray ; 

Their practice all the ſame : | 
There's none that loves his Maker's hand; | 
There's none that fears his name. 


Their tongues are us'd to ſpeak deceit | 
Their {landers never ceaſe: | 
low ſwitt to miſchief are their feet! | 
Nor know the paths of peace. | 


uch ſecds of fin (that bitter root) 
In ev'ry heart are found; 

or can they bear diviner fruit, 
Till grace refine the ground. 


PSALM 
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PSALM S. 


PSALM XV, 


LCR. in thy temple who ſhall dwell, 
And reſt in thy moſt holy hill ? 

The man, whoſe life is purely run; 

The man, whoſe word and thought are one. 


Whoſe guileleſs tongue, and hateleſs heart, 
Ne'er cauſe an injur'd neighbour's ſmart ; 
Who ne er to ſlander's tongue ſevere 


Will ſtoop with eaſy faith his ear, 


Who, LoxD, from ſervile terror free, 
Will ſpurn at thoſe who ſpurn at Thee; 
And love, and lowlieſt rev'rence pay 
To all, who Thee, their Gop, obey. 


Who what he ſwears, with ſteadfaſt will, 
Though great his loſs, ſhall yet fulfil ; 
Nor will he walk in uſury's way, 

Nor innocence for bribes betray. - 


Thus pure in heart, in lip, and hands, 

He, Lorp, who doeth thy commands— 
He, CuRIST, the Righteous Man; and all 
Who truſt in Him, ſhall never fall. 


PSALM XVl. 


80 is my portion and my joy; 
His counſels are my light: 
He gives me ſweet advice by day, 
And gentle hints by night. 


PSALMS. 


ſet the Loxn before my face, 
He bears my courage up: 


Iy heart and tongue their joy expreſs, 
My fleſh fhall reſt in hope. 


ly ſpirit, Lok p, Thou wilt not leave, 
Where ſouls departed are : 

(or quit my body in the grave, 

To ſee corruption there. 


hou wilt reveal the path of lite, 
And raiſe me to thy throne ; 

hy courts immortal pleaſures give, 
Thy prefence joys unknown. 


PSAL M XVII. 


ORD, I am thine : but Thou wilt prove 
My faith, my patience, and my love; 

Vhen men of ſpite againſt me join, 

hey are the ſword, the hand is thine. 


heit hope and portion lie below; 

Tis all the happineſs they know; 

Tis all they ſeek: they take their ſhares, 
\nd leave the reft among their heirs, 


Vhat ſinners value, I reſign ; 
ORD, 'tis enough that Thou art mine: 


ſhall behold thy bliſsful face, 
nd ſtand complete in righteouſneſs. 


his life's a dream, an empty ſhew ; 
But the bright world, to which I go, 
lath joys ſubſtantial and ſincere; 

hen ſhall I wake, and find me there? 


C O glo- 
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O glorious hour! O bleſt abode! 
I ſhall be near, and like my Gop ! 
And fleſh and fin no more controul 
The ſacred pleaſures of my ſoul. 


My fleſh ſhall lumber in the ground, 

Till the laſt trumpet's joyful ſound ; 

Then burſt the chains with ſweet ſurpriſe, 
And in my SAviouk's image riſe. 


PSALM XVII. 


TI Gop that girds my armour on, 
* And all my juſt deſigns fulfils; 
Through Him my feet can ſwiftly run, 

And nimbly climb the ſteepeſt hills. 


Leffons of war from Him I take, 

And manly weapons learn to wield ; 
Strong bows of ſteel with eaſe I break, 
Forc'd by my ſtronger arms to yield. 


The buckler of his ſaving health, 
Proteas me from aſſaulting foes ; 

His hand tuftains me ſtill ; my wealth, 
My greatneſs from his bounty flows. 
My goings He enlarg'd abroad, 

Till then to narrow paths confin'd ; 
And, when in flipp'ry ways I trod, 
The method of my ſteps defign'd. 

Let the Eternal Lorp be prais'd ; 
The rock, on whoſe defence I reſt ! 
O'er higheſt heav'ns his name be rais'd, 
Who me with his ſalvation bleſs'd. 


PSAL\ 
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PSALM XIX. 


OD's per ſect law converts the ſoul, 
Reclaims from falſe deſires; 
Vith facred wiſdom his ſure word 
The ignorant inſpires. 


The ſtatutes of the Lokb are juſt, 
And bring iincere delight; 

lis pure commands in ſearch of truth 

Aſliſt the feebleſt ſight. 


is perfect worſhip here is fix d, 
On ſure foundations laid: 

is equal laws are in the ſcales 
Of truth and juſtice weigh'd. 


Df more eſteem than golden mines, 
Or gold refin'd with ſkill ; 

ore ſweet than honey, or the drops 
hat from the comb diſti]. 


„faithful counſellors they are, 
And iriendly warnings give: 
Divine rewards attend on thoſe, 


Who by his precepts live. 


PSALM XX 7 


THEN Jaw and juſtice lift the rod, 

Thee, ſuff ring Son, the Lord attend; 
he hallow'd name of Jacob's Gop 
hee in that dreadful day defend, 
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Help from his ſanctuary afford, 
And ſtrength from Zion to relieve : 
Thine offer'd cries and tears record, 
And thy burnt ſacrifice receive. 


In thy ſalvation we rejoice ; 

Jn thy name bid our banners fly ; 

The LorD, we know, will hear thy voice, 
And ſave His CyHRIsT with hand moſt high. 


Some truſt in horſes train'd for war, 

And ſome of chariots make their boaſts ; 
But all our expectations are 

From Thee, our Gon, the Lokp of hoſts. 


Brought down, and fall'n, fee they lie; 


Whilit we our heads exulting raiſe, 
Save, LoRD, and hear us when we cry, 
That we may our Deliv'rer praiſe. 


PS ALM XXI. 
B* thy unwearied ſtrength upt eld, 


To Thee the King his thanks ſhall yield; 


And, taught by bleſt experience, know 
W hat joys from thy ſalvation flow. 


Thy care his heart's deſires complete; 
His pray'r from thy eternal ſeat, 

As low to Thee his knees he bends, 
In full acceptance back deſcends. 


Thou, Lokn, preventive of his want, 
The bleſſings of thy love wilt grant, 
And bid the crown immortal ſpread 
Its pureſt ſplendors round his head. 


PS ALM VS. 


He aſk'd Thee life, and finds it giv'n; 
Life, laſting as the days of heav'n. 

The conqueſts, which thy hands beſtow, 
With grace and glory bind his brow. 


He, crown'd with bliſs perpetual, He 
Thy face in full diſplay ſhall fee ; 
And (for on Thee his hopes rely) 
Unmov'd each adyerſe ſhock defy. 


Sole Lord of all, thro' earth and ſkies 
O let thy pow'r conſpicuous rife, 
And furniſh to our grateful lays 

A theme of everlaſting praiſe. 


PSALM XXII. 


MY Gop, my Gop, O tell me why, 
Unheeded ſtill aſcends my cry? 

Why thus from my afflicted heart 

hy preſence and thy health depart ? 


LorD what am I? a man in form, 
Yet brother to the trampled worm ; 
An outcaſt from the human kind; 
To herce deriſion's rage conſign'd. 


Each eye, each lip, contempt betrays : 


« On Gop,” they cry, thy hope was ſtaid; 


© Be Gov, if his Thou art, thy aid.“ 
Thine, mightieſt FATHER, thine I am; 
By Thee from out the womb 1 came; 
From Thee my ev'ry comfort ſprung, 
While yet upon the breaſt I hung. 


C3 O view 


They ſhake their heads, they ſhout, they gaze; 
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O view me not with diſtant eye, 
While various griefs await me nigh : 
Thy aid withheld, what friendly pow'r 
Shall ſhield me in the dang'rous hour? 


See bulls unnumber'd round me ſtand— 
Bulls, nurs'd in Baſhan's fertile land; 
With wide extended mouth they roar, 
Nor rage the rav'ning lions more. 


My frame disjoin'd in ſwift decay 
Waſtes like the running ftream away; 
My heart in groans its grief proclaims, 


'And melts, as wax before the flames. 


Faſt to my jaws my tongue is chain'd 
My fleſh its vital moiſture drain'd, 
Dry as the clay-form'd vaſe appears, 
And e'en to death thy chaſt'ning bears. 


Thou ſeeſt a throng, who Thee deſpiſe, 
In dreadful ſiege againſt me riſe, 

And, while faſt ifluing ſtreams the gore, 
My hands and feet relentleſs bore. 


My ſtarting bones to ev'ry eye 
Expos'd; O ye that paſſing by, 
In wonder (not in pity) join, 
O, ſay, was ever grief like mine? 


My raiment each with each divides ; 
My veſture, as the lot decides, 
Becomes ſome new poſieſſor's ſpoil, 
The prize that crowns his impious toil, 


P 3 A L M$. 


y Gop, my ſtrength, recede not far, 
= haſte and make my foul thy care; 
turn th' impending ſwords away, 

(or yield it to the dog a prey. 

o ſhall I live thy honor'd name 

\midft my brethren to proclaim ; 

End gath'ring crowds ſhall hear me raiſe 
o GoD the tongs of endleſs praiſe. 


PSAL M XXIII. 


THE Lokrp my ſhepherd is, 
[ ſhall be —_ fupply'd; 

Since He is mine, and I am his, 

What can I want beſide? 


He leads me to the place, 
Where heav'nly paſture grows, 

Vhere living waters gently paſs, 
And full ſalvation flows. 


If e'er I go aſtray, 

He doth my ioul reclaim 

And guides me in his own right way, 
For his moſt holy name. 


While He affords his aid, 
cannot yield to fear; 

Tho? I ſhould walk thro' death's dark ſhade, 
My Shepherd's with me there, 


In tight of all my foes 

Thou doſt my table ſpread ; 
My cup with bleſfings overflows, 

And joy exalts my head, 


The 
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The bounties of thy love 

Shall crown my following days; 
Nor from thy houſe will I remove; 

Nor ceaſe to ſpeak thy praiſe, 


PSALM XXIV. 


ERECT your heads, eternal gates, 
Unfold to entertain 

The KING of glory: ſee He comes 
With his celeſtial train. 


« Who is the KinG of glory? Who?” 
The Loxp for ſtrength renown'd ; 

In battle mighty ; o'er his foes 
Eternal victor crown'd. 


Erect your heads, ye gates, unfold, 
In ftate to entertain 
The King of glory: ſee He comes 
With all his ſhining train. 
„Who is the XinxG of glory? Who?” 
The Lord of hoſts renown'sd ; 
Of glory He alone is King, 
Wno is with glory crown'd. 


FS AL M . 
1 5 ift my ſou! to Cop, 


ty truſt is in his name: 
Let bs my foes, that feek my blood, 
Still riumph 4 11 NY ame. 
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Sin and the pow'rs of hell 

Perſuade me to deſpair; 

ok D, make me know thy cov'nant well, 
That I may *ſcape the ſnare, 


Remember all thy grace, 
And lead me in thy truth; 
orgive the fins of riper days, 
And follies of my youth. 


The LokD is juſt and kind; 
The meek ſhall learn his ways; 
ind ev'ry humble finner find 

The methods of his grace. 


For his own goodneſs ſake 

He ſaves my ſoul from ſhame ; 

e pardons (tho' my guilt be great) 
Through my REDEEMER's name. 


PSALM NXXVI. 


Mine upright walk have known : 
n Thee my ſtedfaſt ſoul relies, 
Nor fear of lapſe ſhall own. 


) ſearch me ſtill ; my heart, my reins, 
With ſtricteſt view ſurvey : 

hy love, great Gop, my hope ſuſtains, 
Thy truth directs my way. 

he houſe of guile, and ſeat of lyes, 
With ſtudious care I ſhun: 

From crowds that impious deeds deviſe, 
My ſteps abhorrent run. 


UDGE me, O Lord; thy ſearching eyes 
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In innocence I waſh my hands, 
Thy altar compaſs round, 


here 


And grateful lead the facred bands, An 

Whoſe hymns thy acts reſound. _ 

How oft, intin& with warmth divine, | 7 
e 


Thy threſhold have I trod! 
How lov'd the courts, whoſe walls inſhrine 
The glory of my Gop! 


O let me not thy vengeance ſhare,. 

That waits the guilty tribe, | 
W hoſe murth'rous hands each miſchief dare, 
And graſp the offer'd bribe, 


But pour, O pour, while thus I tread 
The path by Thee prepar'd, 

Thy beams of mercy on my head, 
And round me plant a guard. 


Thou, Lok p, my fteps haſt fix'd aright, 
And pleas'd ſhalt hear my tongue 

With {ſrael's thankful ſons unite, 

To form the feſtal ſong, 


PS ALM XXVII. 


THE LorD of glory is my light, 
And my falvation too ; 

Gon is my ſtrength; nor will I fear 

W hat all my foes can do. 


One privilege my heart deſires : 
grant me an abode 

Among the churches of thy ſaints, 

The temples of my Gop, 


The 
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PSALM Ss. 
here ſhall I offer my requeſts, 
And ſee thy beauty till : 
hall hear the meſlage of thy love, 
And there enquire thy will, 


Vhen troubles riſe, and ſtorms appear, 
There may his children hide ; 

op has a ſtrong pavilion, where 

| He makes my ſoul abide, 


ow ſhall my head be lifted high 
Above my foes around, 

And ſongs of joy and victory 
Within thy temple ſound. 


PSAL M XXVIII. 


O render thanks unto the Lozrn, 
How great a cauſe have I; 

Ay voice, my prayer, and my complaint, 

That heard fo willingly ? 

He is my ſhield and fortitude, 

My buckier in diſtreſs ; 

ly heart rejoiceth greatly, and 

My ſong ſhall Him confeſs. 


e is our ſtrength and our defence, 
| Our foes for to reſiſt : | 

he health and the ſalvation of 

His own elect by CHRIST. 


hy people and thine heritage, 
Lokp, bleſs, guide, and preſerve : 
ncreaſe them, LoRD, and rule their hearts, 
That they may never ſwerve. 
PSALM 


9 AS. 


PSALM XXIX. 


GI to the Lord, ye ſons of fame, 
Give to the Loxp renown and pow'r ; 

Aſcribe due honors to his name, 

And Him, the Holy One, adore. 


The Lord proclaims his pow'r aloud, 
Over the ocean and the land; 

His voice divides the wat'ry cloud, 
And light'nings blaze at his command. 


He ſpeaks, and tempeſt, hai}, and wind, 
Lay the wide foreſt bare arbund ; 

The fearful hart, and frighted hind, 
Leap at the terror of the ſound, 


To Lebanon he turns his voice, 
And lo! the itately cedars break; 
The mountains tremble at the noiſe, 
The vallies roar and deſarts quake. 


The Loy fits Sov'reign on the flood, 
The Lok p remains for ever King: 
Whilſt in his Church, his bleſt abode, 
Doth every one his glory ſing. 


With choiceſt bleſſings there the LoRD 
His praying people ſhall increaſe ; The ji 
nd ſa 


There they hall feel and taſte his word, 
Be arm'd with ſtrength, and bleſt with peace. 


PS ALMS. 


PS ALM XXX. 


10 Thee, O Lox p, who didſt me raiſe 
Above my e Ne ; 
o Thee, O Lord, [ll offer praiſe, 
And pay my grateful vows. 


As, prels'd with woe, to Thee I cry'd, 
So Thou appear'dit to fave ; 

hine hand its healing pow'r apply'd, 
And rais'd me from the grave. 


Sing praiſe, ye ſaints, that prove and fee 
1 he goodneſs of the LokD ; 

Vith thanktul hearts and bended knee, 
His holineſs record. 


For in his wrath, how ſhort a ſpace ! 
A moment, and it's gone: 

But length ef days is in his grace, 
And life's eternal crown. 


PS ALM XXXI. 


9 N Thee, O Loks, my truſt is ſtaid, 
O let thine all- ſufficient aid, 

[ he juſtice of my cauſe proclaim, 

\nd ſave me from impending ſhame. 


o me thy gracious ear incline, 

aſte to my help with might divine; 

e Thou my ſtrength, my rock, my tower, 
Lo guard me in the evil-hour, 
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My rock, my fortreſs, Lok p, in Thee, 
Snatch'd from ſurrounding ills, I ſce; 
My guide be alſo, that thy Name 

May praiſe and thanks perpetual claim. 


Save me, by thy preventive care. 

O ſave me from the hidden ſnare ; 

For weak myſelf, through all my days, 
Thee, all my ſtrength, ? ſeek and praiſe. 


And when my fleſh returns to duſt, 
To Thee my ſpirit I intruſt; 

For Thou, my true, redeeming Gop, 
Wilt own the purchaſe of thy blood. 


$4 LM. XII. 
O Bleſſed ſouls are they, 


Whoſe fins are cover'd o'er, 
Divinely bleſt, to whom the Lozp 
Imputes their guilt no more. 
They mourn their folles pail, 
And keep their hearts with care; 
Their lips and lives without deceit 
Shall prove their faith ſincere. 


While I conceal'd my guilt, 
I felt the feſt 'ring wound; 


Till I confefs'd my fins to Thee, 
And ready pardon tound. 


Let ſinners learn to pray; OM 
Let ſaints keep near the throne. At 
Our help in times of deep diſtreſs 


Is found in Gop alone. / 


PSAL! 


PSALM S. 


PL ALM XXXIII. 


P LESSED, how bleſſed ! they to whom 

DJ The Lord for Gop is known ! 

Vhom He from all the world beſides 
Has choſen for his own! 


le all the nations of the earth 

From heav'n his throne ſurvey'd; 

e ſaw their works and view'd their thoughts; 
By him their hearts were made. 

o king is ſav'd by mighty hoſts ; 

Their ſtrength the ſtrong deceives 

lo manag'd horſe, dy force or ſpeed, 1 
His warlike rider e 

Tis (30D who thoſe that truſt in Him 

Beholds with gracious eyes; 

e frees their ſouls from death, their want 

In time of dearth ſupplies. 


ur ſoul on God with patience waits; 
Our help and ſhield is He : 

Then, Lokp, let ſtill our hearts rejoice, 
Becauſe we truſt in Thee. 


PSAL M XXXIV. 


OME children learn to fear the LoR; 
And that your davs be long, 
et not a falſe or evil word 
Be tound upon your tongue, 


D a Depart 
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Depart from miſchief, practice love, 
Parſue the works ef peace; 

So ſhall the Lox D your ways approve, 
And ſet your ſouls at eaſe, 


He eves awake to guard the juſt 
His ears attend their cry; 

When broken ſpirits dwell in duſt, 
The Gop of grace is nigh. 


What tho' the ſorrows here they taſte 
Are ſharp and tedious toe, 

The Loxp who ſaves them all at laſt, 
Is their ſupporter now, 


Evil ſhall ſmite the wicked dead; 
But Gop ſecures his own; 
Prevents the miſchiet when they ſlide, 
Or heals the broken bone. | 


When deſolation, like a flood, 
O'er the proud finner'rolls ; 
Saints find a refuge in their Gop, 

For he redeem'd their ſouls, 


PSALM XXXV. 


Now plead my cauſe, Almighty Gop, 

| With all the ſons of ſtrife; 

And fight againſt the men of blood, 
Who fight againſt my life. 


Draw out thy ſpear and ſtop their way, 
Lift thine avenging rod ; 

But to my ſoul in mercy ſay, 
] am thy SAVIOUR GopD,” 
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PSALM 5s: 


y plant their ſnares to catch my feet, 
And nets of miſchief ſpread ; 

nge the deſtroyers in the net, 

hat their own hands have made. 


them, like chaff before the wind, 
ze cnas'd before thy breath; 

e angel of the LoR D behind 
diſperſing them to death, 


dark and ſlipp'ry all their way, 
\nd let them feel thy might ; 
ſu'd by an avenging God, 
o everlaſting night. | 
if Thou haſt a choſen few 
\mongſt that impious race, | 
ide them from the bloody crew, | 
zy thy ſurprizing grace. 
en will I raiſe my joyful voice, 
o make thy wonders known , 
heir ſalvation I'll rejoice, 
ind bleſs Thee for my own. 


PSAL M XXXVI. 


IGH in the heav'n's, eternal Gon, 

Thy goodneſs in full glory ſhines ; 
y truth ſhall break thro? ev'ry cloud, 
at veils and darkens thy deſigns. 


ever firm thy juſtice ſtands, 
ountains their foundations keep; 

e are the wonders of thy hands; 

zudgments are a mighty deep. 


D 3 Thy 


| PSA LMI 


providence is kind and large lips a 
52 555 and beaſt thy bounty ſhare; o flat 
The whole creation is thy charge; ready 
But ſaints are thy peculiar cate, Vhat | 
My Gov how excellent thy grace, : law 
Whence all our hope and comfort ſprings! Peep i; 
The {ons of Adam in diſtreſs, by th 
Fly to the ſhadow of thy wings. lis fee 
From the proviſions of thy houſe, en fin 
We ſhall be fad with ſweet repait ; reſery” 
There mercy, like a river, flows, y ſhal 
And brings ſalvation to our taſte, nd dw 


Life, like a fountain rich and free, 
Springs from the preſence of my Lord; 
And in thy light our ſouls ſhall ſee 

The glories promis'd in thy word. 


PSALM XXXVII. 


\ \ 7 HY do the wealthy wicked boaſl, 
And grow profanely bold ? 
The meaneſt portion of the juſt 
Excels the ſinners gold. 


The wicked borrows of his friends, 
But ne'er deſigns to pay; 
The juſt is merciful and lends; 


Spare 
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wounds 


Nor turns the poor away. wide- i 

His alms with lib'ral heart he gives boy 
Among the ſons of need; wrapt 
His mem'ry to long ages lives, reins w 


And bleiled is his ſeed. _ limb e 


8 


SA 


lips abhor to talk profane, 

o ſlander or defraud ; 

ready tongue declares to men 
Vhat he has learn'd from Gov. 


> law and goſpel of the Lok 
Jeep in his heart abide; 

by thy SPIRIT, and the word, 
lis feet ſhall never ſlide, 


en ſinners fall, the righteous ſtand, 
reſerv'd from ev'ry ſnare ; 

y ſhall poſſeſs the promis'd land, 
nd dwell for ever there, 


PSALM XXXVIIL 


Spare me, LoRD, nor o'er my head 
The fullneſs of thy vengeance ſhed ; 
'd by thy ſhafts, great Gop, I ſtand, 


feel the preſſure of thine hand. 


u ſeeſt, from health eſtrang'd, my frame 
terror of thy wrath proclaim, 

e conſcious guilt alarms my breaſt, 

robs my tortur'd joints of reſt. 


Im'd with a weight of fins, I mourn, 
ight too heavy to be borne ; 

wounds, whoſe ſmart thoſe ſins repays, 
wide- infected air betrays, 


bow'd, from morn to eve, with woe, 
wrapt in ſackcloth drear, I go; 
reins with hidden torment wrung, 
limb diſeas'd, each nerve unſtrung. 


Aloud 
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Aloud my ſuff' rings I bemoan, 

And fainting pour the frequent groan: 
But Thou, ere yet my groans peoceed, Ie my 
My griefs and inmoſt wiſh canſt read. ma 


O let me, rais'd by Thee, no more 

The abſence of thine aid deplore; 

God of my life, recede not far, . 
But haſte, and make that life thy care. aited 


He bo 

PSALM XXXIX. w me 
1 me the meaſure of my days, d bro 
Thou Maker of my frame; ais' dun 

I would ſurvey life's narrow ſpace, heren 
And learn how frail I am. from n 

A ſpan is all that we can boaſt, ep bon 
An inch or two of time; onar 
Man is but vanity and duſt, id taug 
In all his flow'r arid prime, raiſe tl 
See the vain race of mortals move, 5 
Like ſhadows o'er the plain; read h 
They rage and ſtrive, deſire and love; e ſaint 
But all their noiſe is vain. linners 
Some walk in honor's gaudy ſhew ; © Pelton! 
Some dig for golden ore; many : 
They toil for heirs, they know not who, Wy merc 
And ſtraight are ſeen no more. ve no 
eir nun 


What ſhould I wiſh to wait for theft, 
From creatures, earth and duſt? 

They make our expectations vain, 

And diſappoint our truſt, | 


PS AL Mes. RE 


I forbid my carnal hope, 
fond deſires recall 

e my mortal int'reſt np, 

1 make my Gop my all. 


PSALM. XL, 


Vaited patient for the Loro, 
He bow'd to hear my cry : 
w me reſting on his word, 
d brought ſalvation nigh. 


ais'd me from a horrid pit, 

here mourning long I lay; 

from my bonds releas'd my feet, 
ep bonds of miry clay. 


on a rock he made me ſtand, 
id taught my cheerful tongue 
raiſe the wonders of his hand, 
a new thankful ſong. 


read his works of grace abroad; 
e ſaints with joy ſhall hear ; 
linners learn to make my Gon 
* Wir only hope and fear. | 


many are thy thoughts of love ! 
0, y mercies, LoRD, how great | 

ave not words, nor hours enough, 

eir numbers to repeat. 


PSALM 


— on 


Feels what his 


When ſhall I ſee thy courts of grace, 


34 F'84ALWE 


PSALM XLI. 
LEST is the man, whoſe bowels moy 
And melt with pity to the poor; 


Whoſe ſoul by ſympathizing love, 
fellow ſaints endure, 


His heart contrives for their relief, 
More good than his own hands can do; 
He in the time of gen'ral grief, | 
Shall find the Lok D has bowels too. 


His ſoul ſhall live ſecure on earth, 


With ſecret bleflings on his head, 
When drought, and peſtilence, and dearth, 
Around him multiply their dead. 

Or if he languiſh on his bed, 

God will in ſickneſs him conſole; 
Preſerve him from amongſt the dead, 
Or, dying, take to heav'n his ſoul, 


PSALM XLII. 


WII earneſt longings of the mind, 
My God, to Thee I look: 


So pants the hunted hart to find, 
And taſte the cooling brook. 


And meet my Gov again? 
So long an abſence from thy face 
My heart endures with pain, 
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PSALM S. 3 


ptations vex my weary ſoul, . 

4 tears are my repalt ; 

foe inſults without control, 

And where's your Gop at laſt ?*” 


with a mournful pleaſure now 
hink on ancient days: 

to thy houſe did numbers go, 
nd all our work was praiſe, 


rhy's my ſoul ſunk down ſo far 
neath this heavy load ? 

do my thoughts indulge deſpair, 
d ſin againſt my Gop ? 


in the Lok b, whoſe mighty hand 
n all thy woes remove z 
ſhall yet before him ſtand, 


d ſing reſtoring love. 


PSALM XLII. - 


T Judge of Heav'n, againſt my foes 
o Thou aſſert my injur'd right: 


me free, my God, from thoſe, 
in deceit and wrong delight. 


e with light and truth be bleſt ; 
hou my guide, and lead the way, 
in thy holy hill I reſt, 

in thy holy temple pray. 

will I there freſh altars raiſe 


op, who is my only joy; 


ell tun'd harps with ſongs of praiſe 
all my grateful hours employ, 
Why 


Vet now Thou go'ſt not with our hoſt, 


Why 


36 e 


Why then caſt down, my foul, and why 


So much oppreſs'd with anxious care ? 
On Gov, thy Gop, for aid rely, 
Who will thy tuin'd ſtate repair. 


PSALM XLIV. 


LC. we have heard thy works of old 
Thy works of pow'r and grace, 


When to our ears our fathers told s hon 
The wonders of their days, s the | 
How Thou didſt drive the heathen race (="** * 
With thy moſt mighty hand, fairef 
To plant thy people in their place, ay lip 
And grant to them their land, God | 
Nor arm, nor ſword, O Lord, but thine" et 
Such conqueſts could beſtow ; bout T 


From ſtrength, and light, and love divine 'rinc 
We own them. all to flow, a hone 


All the day long in Gop we boaft, nou at 
And ever praiſe thy Name; o forth 

. ith me 

thy ri; 
works 
y arro 
| eir he. 
they ſ 
a, all t 
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But leaveſt us to ſhame. 
Awake, ariſe, almighty Lord ; 
Why fleeps thy wonted grace ? 
houid we look like men adhorr'd, 
Or baniſh'd from thy face? 


Redeem us from perpetual ſhame, 
Our SAv1ouR and our Goos; 
We plead the honors of thy Name, 

The merits of thy blood. 


PS ALMS. 


1 PSALM XV. 
METRE TIL, 
* heart doth take in hand 


Some godly ſong to ſing; 
praiſe has I ſhall ſhew therein, 
;taineth to the King. 


ly tongue ſhall be as quick 
is honor to indite, 

; the pen of any ſcribe 

hat uſeth faſt to write. 


faireſt of all men | 
hy lips with grace are pure 
God heth bleſſed Thee with gifts 


r ever to endure. 
bout Thee gird thy ſword, 


vine Prince of might elect ! 
n honor, glory, and renown, 
hou art moſt richly deckt, 


o forth with godly ſpeed, | 
&, ich meekneſs, truth, and right; - 
thy right hand ſhall Thee inſtruct 


works of dreadful might. 


y arrows, ſharp and keen, 

eir hearts ſo ſore ſhall ſting, 

they ſhall crouch and kneel to Thee, 
2, all thy foes, O King. 

y royal ſeat, O Lon, 

r ever doth remain ; 

uſe the ſcepter of thy realm 

e righteouſneſs maintain, 


E Wherefore 


old 


e 
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Wherefore thy holy name 
All ages ſnall record; 

The people ſhall give thanks to Thee 
For evermore, O LoRD, 


PS ALM XLV. 
METRE II. 


JE ſpeak the honors of my King: 
His form divinely fair 
None of the ſons of mortal race 
May with the Lok p compare. 


Sweet is thy ſpeech, and heay'nly grace ile hi 
Upon thy lips is ſhed : | 
Thy Gon with bleſſings infinite s wy; 

_ Hath crown'd thy ſacred head. 15 
unc 

Gird on thy ſword, victorious Prince o 
Ride with majeſtic ſway: ow'r o 


Thy terror ſhall ſtrike through thy foes, fathe 
And make the world obey. 


Thy throne, O God, for ever ſtands; 
Thy word of Grace ſhall prove 
A peaceful ſcepter in thy hands, 

To rule thy ſaints by love. 


Juſtice and truth attend Thee ſtill, 
But mercy is thy choice 


And Gop, thy Gop, thy ſoul ſhall ful 
With moſt peculiar j Joys, 


PS. 


PSALM 8s. 
PSALM XLVI: 


b is our refuge in diſtreſs, 

A preſent help when dangers preſs ; 
Him undaunted we'll confide : 

earth were from her center toſs'd, 
mountains in the ocean loſt, 

rn piece- meal by the roaring tide, 


ler ſtream with gladneſs ſtill 

city of our Lord ſhall fill, . 
e royal ſeat of Gop moſt high: 

dwells in Sion, whoſe fair tow'rs 
mock th' aſſault of earthly pow'rs, 
ile his almighty aid is nigh. 

ults, when the heathen rag'd, 
ingdoms war againſt us wag ad, | 
thunder'd and diſpers'd their pow'rs: 
og p of hoſts conducts our arms, 
ow'r of refuge in alarms ; 

r father's guardian God and ours. 


PS ALM XLVIL 


SE, ye people, clap the hand; 
Exulting ſtrike the chord: 

Ty iſle and ev'ry land, 

feſs th* Almighty LoRD. 

o our GoD; in loudeſt ſtrains 

etual praiſes ſing : 

arth's wide bounds extends his reign : 
raiſe our Gop and King. 


PS 2 His 
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His ſway the ſons of human kind 
With humbleſt homage own ; 
And holineſs, with pow'r combin'd, 


Supports his laſting throne, Lp 
Kings from afar conven'd behold, Of t 
W hoſe breaſts with zeal have glow'd, Nvords 
Among the tribes to ſtand inroll'd, lifter 
That bow to Abraham's Gop. "Wm 
For He, whoſe hands amid the ſkies old th 
| Th' eternal ſcepter wield, o buil 
N To earth's whole race his care applies, Moaſted 
| And o'er them ſpreads the ſhield, be: 
| e, 
PS ALM XLVII. Jan 
IN Sion Gop is known, an. 
A refuge in diſtreſs ; 
How bright has his ſalvation ſhone u ſeeſſ 
Thro' all her palaces ! "MMO! 
When kings againſt her join'd, FM: pric 
And ſaw the LoxD was there, 18 
In wild confuſion of the mind, lift, ye 
They fled with haſty fear. old the 
Oft have our fathers told, t bids 
Our eyes have often ſeen, ted, el 
How well our Gop ſecures the fold, Gu n 
Where his own ſheep have been. “ wiſh", 
In ev'ry new diſtreſs _ ob ac 
We'll to his houſe repair, mock 


We'll think upon his wond'rous grace, 
And ſeek deliv*rance there, 


P 
4 


d, 
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PSALM XLIX. 


L people, hear; all ſons of earth, 
Of higheſt or obſcureſt birth ; 

words with juſt attention weigh, 
liſten unto wiſdom's lay. 


7 ſhould my ſoul with anxious dread 
old the foes around me ſpread, 

o build on wealth their truſt, and ſtore 
oaſted heaps their glitt'ring ore? 'Y 


ſe, mortals, ceaſe your pride, nor dream 
: riches ſhall from death redeem ; 
taught the ſoul's juſt price to know, 
nce the frantic thought forego, 


u ſeeſt the wiſe and fooliſh die; 
ommon grave, like ſheep, they lie: 
ir pride, their beauty, all a prey 

ire corruption's waſting ſway. 


ift, ye righteous, lift your eyes; 
vid the promis'd morn ariſe, 

t bids you, o'er each haughty foe, 
ted, endleſs triumphs know. 


lou], amidſt your happy train, 
with'd redemption ſhall obtain; 
ob adopted, death ſhall brave, 
mock the diſappointed grave. 
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oo - "P84 I M$ 


me th 

PSALM UL. en m 

(peak 

THE Los, the Judge, before his throne Wd mak 
1 Bids the whole earth draw nigh; Lad © 
The nations near the riſing ſun, - fin c 
And near the weltern ſky, death. 
Thron'd on a cloud our Gop ſhall come, Wicicnt 
Brizht flames prepare his way ; | oppr 
Thunder and darkneſs, fire and ſtorm,  Gop 
Lead on the dreadful day. . Lube 
Heav'n from above his call ſhall hear, dur be! 


Attending angels come; | 
And earth and hell ſhall know and fear 
His juſtice and their doom, 


« But gather all my ſaints (He cries) 
© That made their peace with GoD, 
« By the REDEEMER's ſacrifice, 
„ And ſeal'd it with his blood. 


„Their faith and works brought forth to li 
„ Shall make the world confeſs, 
My ſentence of reward is right, 


w £5, 3. 
* 
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„ And heav'n adore my grace.“ uſt, wi 
| Il view 
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if O Gop of mercy, hear my call, liner 
0 My load of guilt remove; Vho C 
Break down this ſeparating wall, 


That bars me from thy love, pin 


lis frar 


PS ALM S. 


me the preſence of thy grace, 
en my rejoicing tongue 
peak aloud thy righteouſneſs, 
ne Ne make thy praiſe my ſong. 
lood of goats or heifer ſlain, 
r fin could e'er atone ; 
death of CHRIST ſhall ſtill remain, 
cient and alone. 


| oppreſt with fins deſert 
Gop will ne'er deſpiſe ; 
mble groan, a broken heart, 
dur beſt ſacrifice, ; 


PSALM III. 


Y, tyrant, boaſts thy heart the pow'r 
To work a brother's woe ? 

Gon his mercy bids each hour- 

reams unmeaſur'd flow. 


joy thy tongue, to falſehood prone, 
o li venom deals around; 

zzor, ſharpen'd on the ſtone, 

its ſo deep 2 wound, | 

uſt, with thankful awe poſſeſs'd, 

| view thy blaſted pride, 

rom their fierceſt foe releas'd, 

y impious boaſts deride. 


there the wretch, in treſpaſs bold, : 
'ho Gop's ſupport diſdain'd, 
i on his heaps of treaſur'd gold 
lis frantic hope ſuſtain'd.“ 


= PSALM S. 
- Freſh as the verdant olive, I 
Within thy courts ſhall ſtand, 


And fix'd, indulgent Lorb, rely 
On thy protecting hand, 


Thy acts my praiſe ſhall ever claim 
Thy name, amidſt my woes, 

(How grateful to thy ſaints that name!) 
My ev'ry fear compoſe. 


PSALM LIM. = 

6 NO Gop,“ the impious fools exclaim,Wy gui 

| And ſpeak the wiſhes of their hear lo! r 
Corrupt in mind, they miſchief frame, | ſtant 
And act by turns their wicked parts. ch ac 
From heav'n the Gop of truth ſurveys, Ft my 
And makes his juſt reſearches known Fa wi 
All are defil'd in all their ways; 0 Th. 
There's none that doeth good not one e to 
« Are all that live in fin fo blind, e 


6 As not to know my wrath, nor grace? Ie '<< 1 


To eat, as bread, with ſavage mind, 


« My flock, and never ſeck my face! by 
They fear, where others fearleſs ſtand ; T fin 


Their bones on earth expos d, declare And c 
The doom, which waits an impious band, Nin the 
Whom God abandons from his care. | ſpend 
From Zion, Iſrael's SaviouR, riſe ! y thot 
When Gop his captives back ſhall bring, wm In 
Then joy ſhall beam in Jacob's eyes, k his þ 


* Ia ſongs of triumph ſing. d pay 
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PS ALM LIV. 


Y name my ſtedfaſt heart avows; 
Do Thou my injur'd cauſe efpouſe, 
d be thy ſtrength my aid: 

plaints, eternal Monarch, hear, 

let them by thy pitying ear 

ith full regard be weigh'd. 

nations, from thy fear eſtrang'd, 

h tyrants fierce, againſt me rang'd, 
y guiltleſs ſoul purſue: 

lo! my Helper, heav'n's high Lory, 
| ſtand, and faithful to his word, 
ach adverſe pow'r ſubdue, 


t my heart, (their rage repell'd) 

fa willing oft ring yield; 

o Thee its praiſe ſhall flow, 

Je to my thought thy mercies riſe, 
t gave me With exulting eyes 

ce? Io [<< my proſtrate foe, 


9 PSALM LV. = 


T ſinners take their courſe, 
And chooſe the road to death; 
nd, In the worſhip of my Gop, 

| ſpend my daily breath, 

y thoughts addreſs his throne, 
hen morning brings the light: 
chis bleſſing every noon, 

d pay my vows at night. 


Thou 
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| 
| | Thou wilt regard my cries, 
Li 


ſolen 
O my eternal Gov! nfs 
I While ſinners perifh in ſurprize, Ng Ac 
ö - Beneath thy angry rod. DW Iz 
my Becauſe they dwell at eaſe, "or 
| | And no ſad changes feel, * 
They neither fear nor truſt thy names ys 
| Nor learn to do thy will, be 
i But I, with all my cares, 
| | Will lean upon the Loxv ; 
bf T'll caſt my burthen on his arm, 
| 1 And reſt upon his word, 
. His arm ſhall well ſuſtain 
I! The children of his love; 
The ground on which their ſafety ſtands Þ the |} 
It No earthly pow'r can move, | ORD 
| uth a 
PS.A LM: EY ds, a1 


| GO counts the ſorrows of his ſaints, Nau ex 
| Their groans affect his ears; 

| Thou haſt a book for my complaints, 
| 4 A bottle for my tears. 
| 


When to thy throne I raiſe my cry, 
14 The wicked fear and flee; 
iis So ſwift is pray'r to reach the ſky, 


So near is (50D to me. my ſe 
In Thee, moſt holy, juſt, and true, Per th 
I have repos'd my truſt; aches 
Nor will I fear what man can do, uth te 


The offspring of the duſt. lower 


ds 


PSALMS; 
ſolemn vows are on me, LoRn, 
hou ſhalt receive my praiſe; 


nz how faithful is thy word, 
＋ ; righteous all thy ways. 


haſt ſecur d my ſoul from death; 
ſet thy pris'ner free; 
heart, and hand, and life and breath, 


wy be employ d for Thee. 


PSALM LVIL 


Gor, in whom are all the ſprings 
Of boundleſs love and grace unknown; 
e beneath thy ſpreading wings, 
he dark cloud is overblown, - ' 


the heav'ns 1 ſend my cry, 

onp Will my deſires perform; 
uth and mercy from on high 
ds, and ſaves me from the ſtorm, 


ou exalted, O my Gon, « 
the heav'ns where angels dwell / 


ow'r on earth be known abroad, 
ind to land thy wonders tell. * 


art is fix d, O Go, to ing; 

art is fix'd to give Thee praiſe, 
my glory, lute, and ſtring, 
myſelf, a ſong to raiſe. 


yer the earth thy mercy reigns, 
aches to the utmoſt ſky ; 


uth to endleſs years remains, 
lower worlds diſſolve and dic. | 


9 


9 


— 
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He thou exalted, O my Gov, 

Above the heav'ns where angels dwell | 
Thy power on earth be known abroad, 
And land to land thy wonders tell, 


PSALM LVIII. 


YE men, whoſe lips the cauſe decide, 
Does truth your judgment ſway ? 
Does righteouſneſs your ſentence guide, 
And th' equal balance weigh? 


Yea hearts ye bear, which deep within 
Contrive and cheriſh ill; 

And vi'lert hands, which prone to fin 
Your hearts' deſires fulfil. Ge 


E'en from the womb eſtrang'd from Gon, 


Their {kill the wicked try, * . 
To ſtray in error's devious road, x 1 | 
And ſpeak the pois'nous lye. F px. 
Not more envenom'd th' adder's tongue, y de 


Nor yet more deaf her ear; | 
How ſwift to ſpeak and practiſe wrong! IA 
But right how ſlow to hear! Th 


Vengeance, O Gon, is only thine 
The lion's ſtrength deſtroy : 
And, when they ſee the arm divine, 


The juft in Thee ſhall joy. ULS 
Yea, doubtlefs, all convinc'd ſhall cry, era 
The righteous have reward; let the 


b there is a Judge on high, 
Who doth the earth regard, 


PS . 


PSALM LIX. 
LIVER me, O Gor, my Gon, 


From my determined foes ; 
nd me from the men of blood, 
hy ſtrength to their's oppoſe. 


ir force, but not for fault of mine, 
ainſt me they prepare : 

„O Loxp, the cauſe is thine, 

d ſee the hidden ſnare. 


ch o'er the heathen tribes thy rod, 
d teach the world to know, 

He, who Jacob rules, is Gon, 

id GoD o'er all below. 


kD, ſecure by Thee, thy might 
| praiſe with grateful tongue; 
to thy love, with morning light, 


| raiſe the loudeſt ſong. 


zue, Iny defence in trouble known, 

ce will I praiſe and ſing: 

ſtill my ſtrength and refuge own, 
Gop and gracious King. 


PSALM LX. 


PULS'D, diſpers'd, chaſtis'd by Thee, 
J grant us, Lokp, thy face to ſee, 

j«t the people, once thy care, 
, thy fav'ting preſence ſhare, 


F Now 


* 
* 


— _ 
_ 


PAC. 


50 . N . 


Now trembles this divided land 
Beneath the terrors of thy hand! 

O Thou, the Gop, whom we adore, 
Its breaches heal, its peace reſtore. 


Thy juſt decrees to Iſrael's eyes 
Have bid a ſcene of ſorrow riſe ; 
And to his pallid lips the wine 

Of dire aſtoniſhment conſign. 


Yet ſee, thy hands a ſtandard rear: 
Beneath it each, who owns thy fear, 
Engag'd in truth's neglected cauſe, 
His ſword, ſecure of conqueſt, draws. 


Such, objects of thy tend'reſt love, 
Defend alone from above; 

Let me with them thy mercy ſhare, 
And hear, O hear, my ceaſeleſs pray'r. 


PSALM. LXI. 
WII. IN overwhelm'd with grief, 


My heart within me dies, 
Helpleſs, N far from all relief, 
To heav'n I lift mine eyes. 


O lead me to the rock 

That's high above my head; 
And make the covert of thy wings, 
My ſhelter and my ſhade. 


Within thy preſence, Lozy, 
For ever l'll abide; 
Thou art the tow'r of my defence, 
The refuge where I hide. 
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PSALM S. 


Thou giveſt me the lot 

Of thoſe that fear thy Name; 
If endleſs life be their reward, 

I ſhall poſſeſs the ſame, 


PSALM LXII. 


Y waiting ſou] on Gop relies, 

From Him alone my fafety flows 
y rock, my health, that ſtrength ſupplies, 
To bear the ſhock of all my foes. 


ow long will ye contrive my fall, 
And thereby haſten on your own ! J 
WY our ſemblance ſee, yon tott'ring wall, 
Y on broken fence of mould'ring ſtone. 


But ſtill, my ſoul, on Gop rely, 

Pa Him alone thy truſt repoſe; 

fy rock and health will ſtrength ſupply, 
To bear the ſhock of all my foes. 


op does his ſaving health diſpenſe, 

n Him I glory and depend; 

e is my fortreſs and defence, 

Who grace for grace doth daily ſend, 
In Him, ye people, always truſt ; 

defore his throne pour out your hearts 
or Gov, the merciful and juſt, 

Lo each, as is his work, imparts, 


J 


F 2 PSALM 
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PSALM LXIII. 


= FARLY, my Gov, without delay, 

I haſte to ſeek thy face; 

My thirſty ſpirit faints away, 
Without thy cheering grace. 

So pilgrims on the ſcorching ſand, 

. Beneath a burning ſky, 

Cl Long for a cooling itream at hand, 

And they muſt drink or die. 


I've ſeen thy glory and thy pow'r, 
Thro' all thy temple ſhine ; 

1 My Gov, repeat that heav'nly hour, 

Fill. That viſion ſo divine. 

Not all the bleflings of a feaſt, 

Can pleaſe my ſoul ſo well, 

As when thy richer grace | taſte, 
And in thy preſence dwell, 


Not life itſelf with all it's joys, 
Can my beſt paſſions move, 

Or raiſe ſo high my chearful voice, 
As thy forgiving love. 

Thus, till my laft expiring day, 
PII bleſs my Gop and Kixs; 
Thus will I lift my hands to pray, 

And tune my lips to ſing, 


P'S A L* 876% 


PSALM LXIV. 


| ORD, hear the voice of my complaint, 

To my requeſt give ear; 

Preſerve my life from cruel foes, 
And free my ſoul from fear. 


) hide me, from their counſel hide, 
In ſome ſecure retreat ; 
When wicked men againſt me riſe, 
Their plots and pow'r defeat, 


dee, how intent to do me harm, 

They whet their tongues like (words, 
ind bend their bow to ſhoot their darts, 
Een lyes and bitter words. 


But Gor, to anger juſtly mov'd, 
His dreadful bow ſhall bend; 
ind, on his flying arrow's point, 
Shall ſwift deitruction fend. 


he world ſhall then Gon's pow'r confeſs, 
And nations trembling ftand ; 

onvinc'd that *tis the mighty work 

Of his avenging hand, 


Vhilt righteous men, whom Goy ſecures, 
In Him ſhall gladly truſt; 

Ind all the liſt'ning earth ſhall hear 

Loud triumphs of the juſt, 
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PSALM LXV. ef 
FOr Thee, O Gop, our conſtant praiſe 2 
In Sion waits, thy choſen ſeat; 
Our promis'd altars there we'll raiſe, her 
And all, our zealous vows compleat. = 
it 


O Thou, who to my humble pray'r No 
Didft always bend thy liſt'ning ear; 
To Thee ſhall all mankind repair, 
And at thy gracious throne appear. 


Our fins (tho* numberleſs) in vain - 

To ſtop thy flowing mercy try; 

Whilſt Thou o'erlook'ſt the guilty ſtain, 
And waſheſt out the crimſon dye. 


Bleſt is the man, who, near Thee plac'd, 
Within thy ſacred dwelling lives ; 

Whilſt we at humble diſtance taſte 

The vaſt delights thy temple gives. 


PSALM LXVI. 
0 COME, all ye that fear the Lok, 


Attend with heedful care; 
Whilft I what Gop for me has done, 
With grateful joy declare. 


As I, before, his aid implor'd, 
So now I praiſe his Name; 
Who, if my heart hath harbor'd lin, 


Would all my pray'rs diſclaim, 


PSALMS. Fo 


But Gor to me, whene'er I cry'd, 
His gracious ear did bend ; 
And to the voice of my requeſt 
With conſtant love attend. 


hen bleſs'd for ever be my Gon, 
Who never, when J pray, 
ithholds his mercy from my ſoul, 
Nor turns his face away. 


PSALM LXVII. 


TO bleſs thy choſen race, 

In mercy, Lok, incline; 
\nd cauſe the brightneſs of thy face 
On all thy ſaints to ſhine. 


That ſo thy wond'rous ways 
May thro? the earth be known 
und nations all their voices raiſe, 
Thy faving health to own. 

Let diff'ring people join 

To celebrate thy fame : 

et all the people, Lorp, combine 
To praiſe thy glorious Name. 


Then ſhail the teeming ground 
A large increale diſclote ; 

ind we with plenty ſhall be crown'd, 
Which God, our God, beſtows. 


Then God upon our land, 
Shall conſtant bleſſings ſhow'r ; 
Ind all the world in awe ſhall ſtand, 


Of his reſiſtleſs pow'rs 


PSALM 
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PS ALM LXVIII. 


LSD. when thou didſt aſcend on high, 
Ten thouſand angels fill'd the ſky: 
Thoſe heav'nly guards around Thee wait, 

Like chariots that attend thy ſtate, 


Not Sinai's mountain could appear 

More glorious, when the Lok D was there 
While he pronounc'd his dreadful law, 
And ſtruck the choſen tribes with awe. 


How bright the triumph none can tell, 
When the rebellious. pow'rs of hell, 
That thouſand ſouls had captive made, 
Were all in chains like captives led. 


Rais'd by his FArHER to the throne, 
He ſeat the promis'd bleſſing down, 
With gifts and grace ſor rebel men, 
That God might dwell on carth again. 
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P SAL M LXIX. 


GAVE me, O Gob, the ſwelling floods 
Break in upon my ſoul ; 
I ſink, and forrows o'er my head 
Like mighty waters roll. 


J cry till all my voice be gone; 

In tears I waſte the day: 

My Gov, behold my longing eyes, 
And ſhorten thy delay, 


The 
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PS ALMS. 


hey hate my ſoul without a cauſe, 
* till their number grows 

fore than the hairs around my head, 
And mighty are my foes, 


was then I paid that dreadful debt, 
That men could never pay, 

nd gave thoſe honors to thy law, 
Which ſinners took away. 


ow ſhall the ſaints rejoice, and find 
Salvation in thy Name, 

have borne their heavy load 

Of ſorrow, pain, and ſhame. 


Wrict, like a garment, cloath'd me round, 
And ſackcloth was my dreſs, 
Thile L procur'd for naked fouls 

A robe of righteouſneſs. 


mongſt my brethren and the Jews, 
[ like a ſtranger ſtood, 

nd bore their vile reproach, to bring 
The Gentiles near to GoD, 


ame in ſinful mortals ſtead 
todo my FATHER's will; 
et when I cleans'd'my Faruk s houſe, 


They ſcandaliz'd my zeal, 


faſtings and my holy groans 
Were made the drunkards ſon 

t GoD, from his celeſtial N 
Heard my complaining tongue. 


The 


58 PSALM s. 
He ſav'd me from the dreadful deep, 


Nor let my ſoul be drown'd; 
He rais'd and fix'd my ſinking feet 
On well-eſtabliſh'd ground. 


*T was in a moſt accepted hour, 

My pray'r aroſe on high ; 
And, for my ſake, my Gop ſhall hear 
The dying ſinner's cry. 


PS AL M LXX. 


AS TE to my aid, my Savioux, haſte; N To 
My ſoul by hoſtile numbers chas'd, nd ev 

To Thee directs it's pray'r: Have 
In wild confuſion backward borne, 1 


Their wiſh defeated let them mourn, Ing 
And loſt in empty air. 


Be ſhame their juſt reward aſſign'd, 


While round me with relentleſs mind ow hi 
Deriſion's ſhout they raiſe. 
Thy bliſs let all, who ſeek Thee, ſhare he mi 
And, taught by love, that love declare Who 

In ſongs of endleſs praiſe. e, wh 


While theſe in thy ſalvation joy, 


Increaſing griefs my thought employ nd, fre 
And ſpeedieſt aid demand. 

My Helper and Redeemer, hear; hro* T 

O, inſtant in my cauſe appear, 


And reach thy ſaving hand. nd me, 


PSAL 


—— 


AL 


PSALM Ss. 


PS ALM LXXI. 


HY righteous acts and ſaving health, 
My mouth ſhall ſtill declare; 


Fnable yet to count them all, 


Tho' ſumm'd with utmoſt care. 


hile Gop vouchſafes me his ſupport, 
I'll in his ſtrength go on, 

Mother righteouſneſs diſclaim, 

And mention his alone, 


hou, Lord, haſt taught me from my youth 
To praiſe thy glorious Name; 


nd ever ſince, thy wond'rous works 


Have been my conſtant theme. 


hen now forſake me not, when I 


Am grey and feeble grown; 


ill I to theſe and future times, 


Thy ſtrength and pow'r have ſhewn. 
ow high thy juſtice ſoars, O Gop | 


How great and wond'rous are 


he mighty works, which Thou haſt done 
Who may with Thee compare? 


e, whom thy hand has ſorely preſs'd, 


Thy grace ſhall yet relieve ; 


nd, from the loweſt depth of woe, 
With tender care relieve. 


hro* Thee, my time to come will he 
With 


nd me, who diſmal years have paſt, 
Thy comforts ſhall ſurround. 


pow'r and greatneſs crown'd ; 


Therefore 
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Therefore with pſaltery and harp 
Thy truth O Loxp, I'll praife; 
To Thee, the Gop of Jacob's race, 

My voice in anthems raiſe. 


Then joy ſhall fill my mouth, and ſong 


Employ my cheerful voice : 
My grateful ſoul, by Thee redeem'd, 
Shall in thy ſtrength rejoice. 


PS AL M LXXII. 


ESUS ſhall reign wherc'er the ſun 
Does his fucceſive j journies run: 


His kingdom ſtretch from ſhore to ſhore, 
Till moons ſhall wax and wane no more. 


For Him ſhall endleſs pray'r be made, 
And princes throng to crown his head; 
His Name like ſweet perfuine ſhall riſe 
With ev'ry morning ſacrifice. 


People and realms of every tongue 
Dwell on his love, with ſweeteſt ſong 
And infant voices {ha!l proclaim 
Their early bleſſings on his Name. 


Bleflin; Zs abound where'er he reigns; 


The pris'ner leaps to loſe his chains ; ; 
The weary find eternal reſt, 
And ail the ſons of want are bleſt, 


Where He diſplays his healing pow'r, 


Death and the curſe are Enown 0 more; 


In Him the ſons of Adam boaſt 


More bleſſings than their facher loſt. 
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et ev'ry creature riſe, and bring 
eculiar honors to our King; 

ngels deſcend with ſongs again, 
ad earth repeat the loud Amen. 


PSAL M LXXIII. 
OD my ſupporter and my hope, 


| My help tor ever near, 
hine arm of mercy held me up, 
hen ſinking in deſpair. 
by counſels, LoRD, ſhall guide my feet, 
Through this dark wilderneſs ; 
hine hand conduct me near thy ſeat, 


To dwell betore thy tace. 


ere I in heav'n without my Gop, 
{| would be no joy to me; 

nd whilſt this earth is my abode, 

I long for none but Thee. 


hat, if the ſprings of life were broke, 
And fleſh and heart ſhould faint 

ob is my ſoul's eternal rock, 

The ſtrength of ev'ry ſaint. 


hold, the. ſinners that remove 
Far from thy preſence, die ; 

ot all the idol gods they love 
Can fave them when they cry; 


it to draw near to Thee, my Gop, 
Shall be my ſweet employ ; 

tongue ſhall ſound thy works abroad, 
And tell the world my joy. 


G 


PSALM 


62 PSs ALMS. 


| hot 

PSALM LXXIV. 1 ſc 

| ecui 

V HY haſt Thou caſt us off, O Gop; and 

Wilt Thou no more return? Lift! 

O why againſt thy choſen flock, = 

Does thy fierce anger burn "WR 

Think on thine ancient purchaſe, LoRD, Vith 

Thy land and people own, he a 

By Thee redeem'd, and Sion's mount, 3 

Where once thy glory ſhone. Frans 

Thy toes blaſpheme thy Name, where late At wil 

| Thy zealous ſervants pray'd ; hol. 

The heathen there with haughty pomp, up: 

'Their banners have diſplay'd. ow | 

Ariſe, O Go, in our behalf, Vith! 
Thy cauſe and ours maintain; 

Remember, how inſulting fools 

Each day thy Name prophane, Nr? 

(Al 

PSALM LXXV. His 1 

lis ſand 


TH Name, immortal Gop, thy Name, be M. 
| Our love and higheſt praiſe ſhall claim; In Si; 


Whoſe atts atteſt Thee ever near, le brak 
And plant within our hearts thy fear, he ſhi, 
When 1, ordain'd the Judge of all, There 
Th' aſſembled world before me call, hence 
I ſhall aſſert th* eternal laws, 15 cat, 

lan | 


And arbitrate each doubtful cauſe. 
Tho 


P SA 'L MES. 

hough earth's wide reign before mine eye 
Diſſolv'd in wild confuſion lie, 

Secure from lapſe its pillars ſtand, 


nd reſt on my ſupporting hand. 


Lift not the horn, ye ſons of pride, 

ift not your horn ſo high, I cry'd ; 

lor thus my rule oppoſe in vain, 

Vith ſtubborn neck, and lip prophane. 


or why r that God, who's Judge alone, 
rom head to head the regal crown 
Transfers: wealth, honor, pow'r, his doom 
\t will ſhall grant, at will reſume. 


B:hold Me, conqu'ring, in his right, 

ow cruſh the horn of impious might; 
lo bid the juſt, that proſtrate lies, 

Vith lifted head triumphant riſe, 


PSAL M LXXVI. 


= Judah Gop Almighty's known, 
(Almighty there by wonders ſhown) 

His Name is great in Iſrael ; 

lis ſanctu'ry in Salem {lands ; - 

he Majeſty that heav'n commands, 

In Sion condeſcends to dwell. 


le brake the bow and arrows there, 

he ſhield, the ſword, the glitt'ring ſpear, 
There lain the mighty army lay; 

hence Zion's fame through earth is ſpread, 
greater glory, greater dread, 
than hills, where robbers lodge their prey. 


Tha G 2 When 


im; 


64 FSA L MS. 
When Thou, O Jacob's Gop, doſt frown, 


Both horſe and chariot are o'erthrown, 

And huſh'd to ſleep in endleſs night; 
When Thou, whom heav'n and earth revere, 
Doſt once with wrathful looks appear, 

What mortal pow'r can ſtand thy ſight ? 


Pronounc'd from heav*n, earth heard its doom, 
Fear'd, and was ſtill when Thou didſt come, 
The meek with judgment to reſtore ; 
The wrath of man ſhall yield Thee praile, 
It's fierce attempts but ſerve to raiſe 
The triumphs of almighty power. 


Vow to the LoRp, ye nations, bring 
Vow'd preſents to th' eternal King: 
Tuhus to his Name due rev 'rence pay; 
Who proudeſt potentates can quell, 
Toearthly kings more terrible, 
Than to their trembling ſubjects they. 


PSALM LXXVIL 
TO Gop I cry'd with mournful voice, 


I ſought his gracious ear, MI! thi 

In the fad day when troubles roſe, And 

And fill'd the night with fear. hy u 

Sad were my days, and dark my nights, Wh 

My ſoul refus'd relief; race 

I thought on God, the juſt and wiſe, And 

1 But thought increas'd my grief. Have i 
q Still I complain'd, and {till oppreſs'd, The 


My heart began to break ; 
My Gov, thy wrath forbade me reſt, 
And kept my eyes awake, 


PS ALMS. 


My overwhelming ſorrows grew, 
Till I could ſpeak no more ; 

Then I within myſelt withdrew, 
And call'd thy judgments o'er. 


 call'd back years and ancient times, 
When I beheld thy face; 

My ſpirit ſearch'd for ſecret crimes, 
That might withhold thy grace. 


I call'd thy mercies to my mind, 
Which I enjoy'd before; 

And will the LoRÞD no more be kind ? 
His face appear no more ? 


Will he for ever caſt me of ? 
His promiſe ever fail ? 

Has he forgot his tender love ? 
Shall anger ſtill prevail ? 


But I forbid this hopeleſs thought, 

This dark deſpairing frame, 
Rememb'ring what thy hand hath wrought ; 
| Thy hand is ſtill the fame. 


Ii think again of all thy ways, 
And talk thy wonders o'er 

Thy wonders of recov'ring grace, 

When fleſh could hope no more, 


race dwells with juſtice on the throne ; 
And men, that love thy word, 

Have in thy ſanctuary known 

The counſels of tne Lord. 
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PS ALM LXXVIII. 
HER. O my people; to my law _ 


Deyout attention lend: 
Let the inſtruction of my mouth 
Deep in your hearts deſcend. 


My tongue, by inſpiration taught, 
Shall parables untold ; 

Dark ſayings, which we've heard and known, 
Such as our fathers told. 


We will not hide them from our ſons; 
Our oftspring ſhall be taught 
The praiſes of the, Lok b, whoſe ſtrength 
las works of wonder wrought, 
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For Jacob he tlus law ordain'd, 
'T his teague with Iſrael made ; 
With charge, to be from age to age, 


From race to race convey d, 


To teach them, that in Gop alone 
Their hope ſecurely ſtands ; 
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N That they ſhould ne'er forget his works, 
But keep his juſt commands. 
N PSALM LXXIX. 


N O Iſrael's Father and his Gop, 

| The heathen pow'rs thy lov'd abode 
: Rapacious ſeize ; ſee ev'ry foe 

| Reproach, and nerce deriſion throw. 


; | 
| 
| See 
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PSALMS. 


Sce, Lon, and ſay how long thine ire 
Shall blaze with unextinguiſhed fire? 
How long thy flock are 100m d to prove 
The fad ſuſpenſion of thy love ? 

Bleſt SAVIOUR! let thy pow'r divine 
Conſpicuous in our reſcue ſhine, 

And (Iſrael's treſpaſs purg'd away) 

Tay boundleſs clemency diſplay. 


) hear tke wretched captive's groan : 

he ſouls, whom death has mark'd his own; 
Hate, Lok p, while helpleſs thus we grieve, 
hy long loſt people to relieve | 


Po {hail the flock, acknowledged thine, 
lo Thee in grateful praiſes join; 

And, long as Iſrael boaſts a name, 

From fire to ſon tranſmit thy fame. 


P.S A L M- 1 


AST Thou not planted with thy hands 
A lovely vine in keathen lands? 
id not thy pow'r defend it round, 
Ind heav'nly dews enrich the ground? 


lo did the ſpreading branches ſhoot, 
ind bleſs the nations with the fruit? 
ut now look down, © LokD, and lee, 
hy mourning vine that lovely tree, 


hy 1s its beauty thus defac'd ? 

hy haſt thou laid her fences waſte ? 
rangers and foes againſt her join, 

d ev'ry beaſt devours thy vine. 


See, 


Return 


apt ene 
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Till the fair Branch of Promiſe roſe. 
Fair Branch, ordain'd of old to ſhoot 


O! for his ſake attend our cry, 
Shine on thy churches leſt they die; 
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Return, almighty God, return; 

Nor let thy bleeding vineyard mourn : 
Turn us to Thee, thy love reſtore ; 
We ſhall be ſav'd and ſigh no more. 


PSALM LEXS, 
SECOND PART. 


LRD. when this vine in Canaan grew, 
Thou waſt its ſtrength and glory too! 
Attack'd in vain by all its foes, 


From David's ſtoc k, from Jacob's root; 
Himſelf a noble vine, and we 
The leſſer branches of the tree. 


*T1s thine own Son; and He ſhall ſtand, 
Girt with thy ſtrength, at thy right hand, 
Thy firſt-born Son ador'd and bleſs'd 
With pow'r and grace above the reſt. 


Turn us to Thee, thy love reſtore ; 


We ſhall be ſav'd to ſin no more. 


PSALM LXXXI. 


L o Gor our never failing ſtrength, 
With loud applauſes ling : 
And jointly make a cheertul noiſe 
To Jacob's (30D and King. 


P'S A LS. 


o Gop, He ſaith, beſides myſelf, 
Within Thee ſhall be found, 

lor ſhalt thou worſhip any GoD 
Of all the nations round, 


But they, my choſen race, refus'd 
To hearken to my voice; 

lor would rebellious Ilrael's ſons 
Make Me their happy choice. 


0 J, provok d, ceſign'd them up 
To ey ry luſt a prey; 

And in their own perverſe deſigns, 
Permitted them to ſtray. 


But O that my deluded flock 
Would my commandments heed ; 

And Iſrael in my righteous ways, 
With pious care proceed! 


hen ſhould my heavy judgments fall 
On all that them oppoſe, 

nd my avenging hand be turn'd 
Againſt their num'rous toes. 


heir land with plenty ſhould abound, 
With fineſt . 1 their fields; 

nd to their taſte th eternal rock 
Should richeſt honey yield, 


PSAL MM LXXXIL 


MONG th” aſſemblies oi the great, 
A greater Ruler takes his ſcat ; 

he God of heav'n, as Judge, ſurveys 

hole gods on earth in all their ways, 


Why 
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PSALM S. 
Why will ye then frame wicked laws? 
Or why ſupport th* unrighteous caule ? 


When will ye once defend the poor, 

That ſinners vex the ſaints no more? 

They know not, LoRD, nor will they know; 
Dark are the ways in which they go, 

"Their name of eartkly gods is vain, 

For they ſhall fall and die like men. 

Ariſe, O LoRD, and let thy Son 

Poſſeſs his univerſal throne, 

And rule the nations with his rod : 


He 1s our Judge, and He our Gop. 


PSAL M LXXXIII. 


MY Gop, no longer ſilent ſtand ; 
No longer let thy pow'rful hand 


Withhold its oft requeſted aid, 


While thus thy foes our peace invade, 


Behold them, Lov, their acts employ, 
The heav*n-rais'd people to deſtroy, 


The fouls, whom, with thy favor crown'd, But Wi 
Thy ſecret preſence wraps around, That p 
Their leagues, their plans, with frantic aim, leib a; 


round 
hy bri 
And all 
Bleſt ar 
Vithin 
here t 


ind ſee] 


Againſt omnipotence they frame; 
And fir'd to rage with fierce alarms, 
The headlong nations ruſh to arms. 


Swift as the fiery deluge ſtrays, 

And wraps the foreſt in its blaze; - 
Or, furious, onward as 1t pours, 

The mountains ſhaggy waſte devours, 


P 8 A LMS. 


Let wild confution clothe their cheek, 
And teach them, Lok D, thy Name to ſeek, 
Vhile ruin, death, and ſhame, they ſee 
To each ordain'd that errs from Thee. 


C JEHOVAH,” Hall the rebels cry, 

p JEHovan only reigns on high, 

© And o'er the earth, from day to day, 
' Allerts his everlaſting [way.” 


PSAL M LXXXIV. 


HOW pleaſant, how divinely fair, 

O Lox of hoſts, thy dwellings are ! 
Vich long defice my ſpirit faints 
o meet th* aſſemblies of thy ſaints, 


My fleſiz would reſt in thine abode, 
ly panting heart cries out for Gop; 
My Gop ! My King! why ſhould I be 


o far from all my joys and Thee? 


The ſparrow chooſes where to reſt, 

And for her young provides her neſt: 

gut will my GoD to ſparrows grant 

That pleaſure which his children want? 


Bleil are the ſaints, who fit en high, 
round thy throne of majeſty : 

hy brighteſt glories ſhine above, 
ind all their work is praiſe and love. 


Bleſt are the ſouls that find a place 
Vithin the temples of thy grace; 
here they behold thy gentler rays, 
\nd ſeek thy face, and learn thy praiſe. 
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Bleſt are the men, whoſe hearts are ſet 

To find the way to Zion's gate; 

Goy is their ſtrength ; and thro' the road 

| They lean upon their Helper, God. 

N Cheertul they walk with growing ſtrength, 
ill all ſhall meet in heav'n at length; 
"Till all before thy face appear, 

And join in nobler worſhip there. 


th 


PSALM LXXXV. 


GALVATH ON 18 for ever nigh 

To tlioſe that fear and truſt the Lokp; 
And grace deſcending from on high, 
Freſh hopes of glory mall afford. 


Mercy and truth on carth are met, 
Since CxR15T the Lorp came down fron 
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iq By his obedience fo c- omplete [heaven Ne of 
10 Juſtice is pleas'd, and peace is giv'n. Wh. 
5 Now truth and honor ſhail abound, . 
; Religion d well on earth again, 

; And heav'nly influence bleſs the ground, 

i In our REDEEMER's gentle reign. OD 
0 His righteouſneſs 1 is gone before, Fo 
i To give us free acceſs to Gop : r likes 
1 Our wand'ring feet ſhail ſtray no more, But ſtill 
1 But mark his lteps and keep the road. is mer 
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P S ALMS. 


PS ALM LXXXVI. 
TO my complaint, O Lokp my Gop, 


Thy gracious ear incline : 
Hear me—diftreſs'd and deſtitute 
Of all relief but thine, 


Do Thou, O Gon, preſerve my-ſoul, 
That does thy Name adore ; 

hy ſervant keep, and him, whoſe truſt 
Relies on T hee, reſtore. 


o me, who daily Thee invoke, 

Thy mercy, LoRD, extend : 

Refreſh thy ſervant's ſoul, whoſe hopes 
On Thee alone depend. 


El hou, LoRD art good; not only good, 
But prompt to pardon too : 

Of plenteous mercy to all thoſe 
Who'for thy mercy ſue, 


PSALM LXXXVIL 


OD in this earthly temple lays 
Foundations for his heav'nly praiſe ; .. 
e likes the tents of Jacob well; 
But ſtill in Zion loves to dwell, 


VI 


is mercy viſits ev'ry houſe, 
That pay their night and morning vows ; 
put makes a more delightful ſtay, 
AL” here churches meet to praiſe and pray. 
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What glories were deſcrib'd of old ? 
What wonders are ef Zion told ? 
Thou city of our Gop below, 

Thy fame ſhali Tyre and Egypt know, 
Egypt and Tyre, and Greek and Jew, 
Shall there begin their lives anew ; 
Angels and men ſhall join to fing 
The hill where living waters ſpring. 
When Gop makes up his laſt account 
Of natives in his holy mount, 


Twill be an honor to appear 
As one new-born, or nouriſh'd there, 


FSAL M LXXXVIIL 
SAviouR Gop, by night, by day, 


Y 
| M To Thee J pour my cries ; 


Let my ſad plaints, while thus I pray, 
Before thy throne ariſe. 


Low in the depth's unfathom'd night, 
Thou throw 'ſt my trembling ſoul ; 

On me thine awful judgments light, 
And all thy tempeſts roll. 


No friendly feet approach me nigh ; 
Abkor'd, as one that's dead, 

To Thee, who only hear'ſt my cry, 
My ſuppliant hands I ſpread. 


O fay ſhall mightieſt acts be ſhewn, 


Where death triumphant reigns ? 
The dead, to make thy wonders known, 
Burſt their ſepulchtal chains ? 


Shall 


hall 
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tall love, like thine, and truth appears | 
Where darkneſs all things hides ? 

Thy righteouſneſs be publiſh” d where 
Forgetfulneſs prefides ? 


ike breaking ſeas, with mighty force, 
Thy terrors bear me down; 

nd, with a vaſt united courſe, 

My evr y comfort drown, 


PSALNM 


FOR ever ſhall my ſong record 
The truth and mercy "of the Loxp: 
lercy and.truth for ever ſtand, 


ike heav'n, eſtabliſh'd by his hand: 


hus to his Son he ſware, and ſaid, 
With Thee my cov'nant firſt is made; 


In Thee ſhall dying ſinners live; 


Glory and grace are thine to give. 


* Be Thou my Prophet, Thou my Prieſt 3 
Thy children be 22 ever bleſt; 
Thou art my choſen King: thy throne 
Shall ſtand eternal like my own. 


There's none of all my ſons above 

So much my image or my love; 
Celeſtial pow'rs thy ſubjects are 

Then what can earth to Thee compare ? 


David, my ſervant, whom I choſe 

To guard my flock, to cruſh my foes, 
| And rais'd him to the Jewiſh throne, 

Was but a ſhadow of my Son.” 


H 2 _ Now”: 
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Now let the church rejoice, and ſing Befc 
Jesvs, her Saviour and her King: : O 
Angels his heavinly wonders ſhow, Fron 
And ſaints declare his works below. I 
i Shy | Wh 
PSALM LXXXIX. = 
SECOND METRE ah 
LEST are the ſouls that hear and know t 
The Goipel's joyful found ; A the 
Peace ſhall attend the paths they go, i 
And light their ſteps ſurround, Net 
Their joy ſhall bear their ſpirits up, LG 
Thro' their REDEEMER's Name: 0 I 
His righteouſneſs exalts their hope, p Ty 
Nor Satan dares condemn. fie 
The Lord, their glory and defence, 
Strength and ſalvation gives: 
Iſrael, thy KixG for ever reigns; FUE 
Thy God for ever lives, F. 
1 he n 
PSALM, XC. Shall r. 
O GOD, our help in ages paſt, Deer th 
Our hope for years to come, And wi 
Our ſhelter from the ſtormy blaſt, _ nd, as 


And our eternal home, 


Under the ſhadow of thy throne 
Thy ſaints have dwelt ſecure ; 
Sufficient is thine arm alone, 

And our defence is ſure, 


PS ALMS. 77 
Before the hills in order ſtood, 


Or earth receiv'd her frame, 
From everlaſting Thou art Gop ; 
To endleſs years the ſame. 


Thy word commands our fleſh to duſt, 
Return ye ſons of men ;” 

All nations roſe from earth at firſt, 
And turn to earth again. 


A thouſand ages in thy fight 
Are like an ev'ning gone ; 

[Short as the watch that ends the night, 
Before the riſing ſun, 


0 Gor, our help in ages paſt, 
Our hope for years to come, 
Be Thou our guard while troubles laſt, 
And our cternal home, 


PSALM XCL 
HE ſecret place of Gop moſt high, 


Far, far remov'd from mortal eye, 
he man who hath his dwelling made, 
Shall reſt beneath th' Almighty's ſhade. 


er thee his wings the Lon p ſhall ſpread, 
\nd with his feathers guard thy head'; 

nd, as with buckler and with ſhield, 

dhall gird thee with his truth reveal'd. 

Lor fear by night ſhall thee diſmay, 

or well-aim'd darts, which fly by day; 

he plague which haunts the pallid moon, 
or ſickneſs, which deſtroys at noon. 


H . A thou- 


Beiog 
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A thouſand ſhall beſide thee lie, 

Ten thouſands at thy right hand die 
Th' ungodly puniſhed thou ſhalt ſee, 
But death hath no command for thee. 


My Name JEnovan He hath known, 
And fer his love on me alone; 

For this his head aloft I rear, 

And, when He calls upon me, hear, 


In trouble I will Him attend, 

To ſave, to honor, and defend,; 
Him will I ſhew my ſaving grace, 
And fatisty with length of days. 


PSALM XCII. 
QWEET is the work, my Gop, my King, 


To praiſe thy Name, give thanks and ſing; 


To ſhew thy love by morning light, 
And talk of all thy truth by night. 


Sweet is the day of ſacred reſt ; 

No mortal care ſhall ſeize my breaſt : 
O may my heart in tune be found, 
Like David's harp of ſolemn found | 


My heart ſhall triumph in my Lox, 

And bleſs his works, and bleſs his word: 
Thy works of grace how bright they ſhine |! 
How deep thy counſels ! how divine! 


Fools never raiſe their thoughts ſo high: 
Like brutes they live, like brutes they die: 
Like graſs they flouriſh, till thy breath 
Blaſts them in everlaſting death, 
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But T ſhall ſhare a glorious part, 

Vhen grace hath well refin'd my heart, 
\nd freſh ſupplies of joy are ſhed, 

Like holy oil, to cheer my head, 


Fin (my worſt enemy before) 

Shall vex my eyes and ears no more: 
ly inward foes ſhall all be ſlain, 

or Satan break my peace again. 


hen ſhall I ſee, and hear, and know, 
all 1 defir'd or wiſh'd below; 

And ev'ry pow'r find ſweet employ 

n that eternal world of joy. 


PSALM XClII. 


7, EHOVAH reigns: He dwells in light, 
” | Girded with majeſty and might; 
e world, created by his hands. 

till on its firſt foundation ſtands, 


but ere this ſpacious world was made, 
r bad its firſt foundation laid, 

Thy throne eternal ages ſtood ; 

hyſelf the ever-living Gop. 


ike floods the angry nations riſe, 

Ind aim their rage againſt the ſkies 
ain floods that aim their rage ſv high | 
It thy rebuke the billows die. 


or ever ſhall thy throne endure; 

hy promiſe ſtands for ever ſure; 

nd everlaſting holineſs 

ecomes the dycllings of thy grace. 


PSALM 
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O God, to whom revenge belongs, 
Proclaim thy wrath aloud ; 
Let ſov'reign pow'r redreſs our wrongs ; 
Let juſtice ſmite the proud. 


They ſay, The Lord nor ſees, nor hears,” 
When will the fools be wile ? 

Can He be deaf, who form'd their ears ? 

Or blind, who made their eyes ? 


He knows their impious thoughts are vain, 
And they ſhall fee] his pow'r ; 

His wrath ſhall pierce their ſouls with pain, 
In fome ſurprizing hour, 


But if thy ſaints deſerve rebuke, 
Thou haſt a gentler rod; 

Thy providences, and thy book; 
Shall make them know their Gov. 


Bleſt is the man thy hands chaſtiſe, 
And to his duty draw: 

Thy ſcourges make thy children wife, 
When they forget thy law. 


But Gov will ne'er caſt off his ſaimts, 
Nor his on promiſe break; 
He pardons his inhericance 

For their REDEEMER's ſakes 
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PSALM XCV. 


CING to the Loxd Jenovan's Name, 
I” And in his ſtrength rejoice ; 

When his Salvation is our theme, A 
Exalted be our voice, 2 


Vith thanks approach his awful ſight, 5 
And pſalms of honor ſing; 

he Lok p's a Gop of boundleſs might, 
The whole creation's King. 


1 


Y 


ome, and with humble ſouls adore 
Come, kneel before his face : 
) may the creatures of his pow'r 


7 Be children. of his grace; 


Now is the time; He bends his ear, 

And waits for your requeſt : 

ome, left He rouſe his wrath, and ſwear, 
„Le ſhall not ſee my reſt.” 


PSALM NXCVI. 
(to the Log, ye diſtant lands, 


Ye tribes of ev'ry tongue 
is new-diſcover'd grace demands 
A new and noble ſong, 


ay to the nations, JESUS reigns, 

Sop's own almighty SON ; 

iis pow'r the ſinking world ſuſtains, 
* And grace ſurrounds his throne, 


? Let 
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Let heav'n proclaim the joyful day, 
Joy thro” the earth be ſeen ; 

Let cities ſhine in bright array, 
And fields in cheerful green. 


Let an unuſual joy ſurprize 
The iſlands of the ſea; 

Ye mountains fink, ye vallies riſe, 
Prepare the Logo his way. 


Behold He comes! He comes to bleſs 
The nations as their Gov : 

To ſhew the world his righteouſneſs, 

And ſend his truth abroad, 


But when his voice ſhall raiſe the dead, 
And bid the world draw near, 
How will the guilty nations dread 

To fee their Judge appear! 


PSAL M XCVIL 


HE reigns, the Lox D the SaviouR reigns! Id ear; 
Praiſe Him in evangelic ſtrains ; 

Let the whole earth in ſongs rejoice, 

And diſtant iſlands join their voice, 


Deep are his counſels and unknown H Al 


But grace and truth ſupport his throne: Oer 
Tho' gloomy clouds his way ſurround, 0 clou 
Juſtice is their eternal ground. dwell 
In robes of judgment, lo, He comes | © that 
Shakes the wide earth, and cleaves the tomb: e er) 
Before Him burns devouring fire; guards 
The mountains melt, the ſeas retire, from 


PSALM Ss. © 


lis enemies, with ſore diſmay, 

ly from the fight, and ſhun the day: 
hen lift your heads, ye ſaints, on high, 
nd ſing, for your redemption's nigh. 


PSALM XCVIL 
SECOND PART. 


HE Lord is come; the heav'ns proclaim 
His birth; the nations learn his Name: 
unknown ſtar directs the road 
f Eaſtern ſages to their Gon. 


| ye bright armies of the ſkies, 

> worſhip where the SAv1ouk lies; 
zels and kings, before him bow ; 
hoſe gods on high, and gods below. 


Et idols totter to the ground, 
d their own worſhippers confound ; 
t Judah ſhout, but Zion ſing, 
earth confeſs her ſov'reign King. 


ns: 
PSALM XCVIL 


THIRD PART. 


H ALMIGHTY reigns, exalted high 
O'er all the earth, o'er all the ſky; 

o' clouds and darkneſs veil his feet, 
dweiling is the mercy-ſeat, | 


ye that love his holy Name, 

e ev'ry work of fin and ſhame ; 
guards the ſouls of all his friends, 
| from the ſnares of hell defends, 


bs: 


Immortal 


And the bright harveſt bleſs our eyes. 


None but the ſoul that feels his grace, 


| He rules the world with truth and grace, 


The glories of his righteouſneſs, 


84 LS. 


Immortal light, and joys unknown, 
Are for the ſaints in darkneſs ſown; 
Thoſe. glorious ſeeds ſhall ſpring and riſe, 


Rejoice, ye righteous, and record 
The ſacred honors of the LORD; 


Can triumph in his holineſs. 


PSAL M XCVIII. 


OY to the world, the Lord is come! 


Let earth receive her King: His 
Let ev'ry heart prepare him room, His c 
And all creation ſing. | For 
Joy to the earth, the Saviour reigns |! + 
Let men their ſongs employ ; 1 pe 
While fields and floods, rocks, hills, and plain F, 3 


Repeat the ſounding joy. 


No more let ſins and ſorrows grow, 
Nor thorns infeſt the ground; 
He comes to make his bleſſings flow, 

Far as the curſe is found. 


And makes the nations prove 


And wonders of his love. 


PSA 


PSALMS. 


| PSALM NCIX. 
FRE Gop JEHOV AH reigns, 


Let all the nations fear ; 
Let finners tremble at his throne, 
And ſaints be humble there, 


The pow'rs of darknels riſe, 
But He's exalted ſtill; | 
Between the cherubim he fits, 
His mercaes to fulfil. 


In Zion is his throne, 
His honors are divine; 

His church ſhall make his wonders known, 
For there his glories ſhine. 


How wonderful, how great, 
How holy is his name! 

How juſt and true are all his ways! 
From age to age the ſame, 


PSALM C. 
ALL people that on earth do dwell, 


Sing to the LoRD with cheerful voice; 
Him ſerve with fear, his praiſe forth tell, 
Come ye before Him and rejoice, 


The LorD, ye know, is Gop indeed, 

Without our aid He did us make; 

We are his flock, He doth us feed, 
And for his ſheep He doth us take, 


1 O enter 


86 PS ALMS. 


O enter then his gates with praiſe, 
Approach With joy his courts unto; 
Praiſe, laud, and bleſs his name always, 
For it is ſeemly ſo to do. 


For why ? the LORD our God is good, 
His mercy 1s for ever ſure : 

His truth at all times firmly ſtood, 

And ſhall from age to age endure, 


ANOTHER, 


| W TH one conſent, let all the earth 
- Their tribute to JEHOVAH bring; 
Their homage pay with awful mirth, 
And ſongs of praiſe before Him ſing. 


EHOVAHR'S GOD: *tis He alone 
oth lite, and breath; and all things give; 
We are his works, and not our own, 


The ſheep that on his paſture live, 


O enter then his gates with joy, 
With praiſes to his courts repair, 
And make it your divine employ 

To pay your thanks and honors there. 


For He's the Lok, ſupremely good, 
His mercy is for ever {ure ; 

His truth, whick always firmly ſtood, 
To endleſs ages {hall endure. 


PSALM 


T js t 
Wea 
Diſeaſe 
reſt 1 


PSALM Ss. 


PS ALM Cl. 


MERCY and judgment I will ſing, 
I ſing, O Lord to Thee; 
O when wilt Thou deſcend, and bring 
Thy light and life to me ? 
A perfett way, by wiſdom trod, 
A perlect heart at home; 
A way, a heart, a houſe, O Gon, 
I ſeek, where Thou wilt come. 


Hence ev'ry wicked thing depart ; 
Hence error's works, be gone; | 
Let not be here a froward heart, = 
Nor wicked perſon known. i 


'n ſeek the faithful and the juſt, 

And will their help enjoy: 

heie are the friends that I will truſt, 
The ſervants I'll employ. 

From lyes, from ſlander, and deceit, 
My dwelling ſhall be free ; 

do ſhall it be a dwelling meet, 

| Moſt righteous LoRD, for Thee. 


* 
4 — 
The l * 0 


PS ALM CIL 


T is the LoR D our SAV IOUR's hand 
Weakens our ſtrength amidſt the race; 
Viſeaſe and death at his command 
M ureſt us, and cut ſhort our days. 
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Ol all his favors mindful prove, 
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88 D L S. 

Spare us, O Lok o, aloud we pray, | Th 
Nor let our ſun go down at noon ; Ant 
Thy years are one eternal day, | His 
And muſt thy children die fo ſoon? His 
Vet in the midſt of death and grief, Go 
This thought our ſorrows ſhall aſſuage: But 
« Our FATHER and out 8 AVIOUR vez 74 
« CHRIST is the ſame thro' ev'ry age.” 
Twas He this earth's foundation laid; 

Heav'n 1s the building of his hand; As h 


This earth grows old, theſe heav'ns ſhall fade Abo 


And all be chang'd at his command. * 
The ftarry curtains of the ſky, , 
Like garments {hall be laid aſide; | As f. 
But ſtill thy throne flands firm and high; So f. 
Thy church tor ever muſt abide. Wh 

Has 


Before thy face thy church ſhall live, 
And on thy throne thy children reign ; 
This dying world ſhall they ſurvive, 
And the dead ſaints be rais'd again. 


PS ALM ClII. 


1 ſoul inſpir'd with ſacred love, 
Gop's holy name for ever bleſs; 


And ſtill thy grateful thanks exprels. 


Tis He that all thy fins forgives, 

And after fickneſs makes thee ſound; 
From danger He thy life retrieves, 

By Him with grace and mercy crown'd, 


T 


- 


PSALM'S, 89 


The Lox D abounds with tender love, 
And unexampl'd acts of grace ; 

His waken'd wrath doth flowly move, 
His willing mercy flies apace. 


Gop will not always harſhly chide, 
But with his anger quickly part; 
And loves his puniſhments to guide 
More by his love than our deſert. 


As high as heav'n 1ts arch extends 
Above this little ſpot of clay; 


| So much his boundleſs love tranſcends 


The ſmall refpetts that we can pay. 


As far as 'tis from eaſt to weſt, 

So far has He our fins remov'd; 
Who with a father's tender breaſt, 
Has ſuch as fear Him always lov'd. 


PSALM CTY. 


MY ſoul praiſe the LoR D; O LorD, Thou 


art mine, 


My Gop very great in wiſdom and might, 
With majeſty clothed, with honor divine, 


And as with a garment all cover'd with light! 


| As curtains, the heav'ns who ſtretcheſt out wide, 
7 . F * 

| Who lays in the deep his bed to retire ; 

| The clouds are his chariot ; on winds He doth 


His angels ate ſpirits; his miniſters fire, ride; 


I 3 How 


How manifold, Lok p, the things that are made! 
Thy works in the earth, thy works in the fea, 
Both full of thy riches ! in both is dilplayd 
That wiſdom, which only belongeth to Thee. 


As long as I live, I'll ſing to the Lon, 

And. give laud to Gop, who gives me my days; 

This, this with my heart doth moſt ſweetly ac. 
cord ; 


Bleſs the Lox, O my ſoul, all people Him praiſe 


PSALM CV. 


WY HEN Iſrael's tribes, from bondage den 
PForſook the hated ground; 
Each ſome Egyptian ſpoils had got, 
And not one feeble found. 


The Lok p himſelf choſe out their way, 
And mark'd iheir journey right ; 
Gave them a leading cloud by day, 
A fiery guide by night. 


They thirſt ; and waters from the rock 
In rich ns flow ; 

And foll'wing ſtill the courſe they took, 
Ran all the deſart through. 


O wond'rous ſtream ! O bleſſed type 
Of ever- flowing grace! 


So CHRIST. our rock, maintains our liſe, 
Thro' all this ee. 


Thus 


Thy j1 
Shall t 
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nd ſt 


O may 
And ai 
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oin'd 


PF SAL MS 


cel Thus guarded by th' Almighty hand, 
a, The chofen tribes poſſe ſt 

| Canaan, the rich, the promis'd land, 
6. And there enjoy'd their reſt. 


Then let the world forbear its rage, 
vs; The church renounce her fear : 
ac. 1frael muſt live thro” ev'ry age, 


And be th' Aumighty's care. 


PSALM Cl. 
0 Render thanks to Gop above, 


The fountain of eternal love; 
Whoſe mercy firm thro” ages paſt 
Has ſtood, and ſhall for ever laſt. 


Who can his mighty deeds exprels ? 
Not only vaſt, but numberleſs : 
What mortal eloquence can raiſe 
His tribute of immortal praiſe ? 


Thy judgments, and thy righteouſneſs, 
Shall thoſe who keep and do them bleſs, 
duch is thy ſaints felicity, 

nd ſuch, Los, I deſire to ſee. 


O may I ſee thy tribes rejoice, 

and aid their triumphs with my voice; 
his is my glory, LorD, to be 

oin'd to thy ſaiats, and near to, Thee, 


PSALM 


PSALM CVIL 


FROM age to age exalt his name, 

| God and his grace are ſtill the ſame 
He fills the hungry ſoul with food, 

And feeds the poor with ev'ry good. 


But if their hearts rebel, and rife 
Againſt the God that rules the ſkies; 
If they reject his heav'nly word, 
And llight the counſels of the Loxp; 


He'll bring their ſpirits to the 8 
And no deliv*rer ſhall be found; 


Laden with grief, they waſte their breath 
In darkneſs and the ſhades of death. 


Then to the Lord they raiſe their cries, 
He makes the dawning light ariſe, 
And ſcatters all that diſmal ſhade 


That hung ſo heavy round their head. 


He cuts the bars of braſs in two, 

And lets the ſmiling pris'ner through; 
Takes off the load of guilt and grief, 
And gives the lab'ring ſoul relief. 


O may the ſons of men record 

The wondrous goodneſs of the Lok p! 

How great his works! how kind his ways! O | 
Let en tongue pronounce his praiſe, 


Hold 
SAU © \\ 


AL 


Mr heart, O Gop, my heart is fix'd 


Awake, my lute and harp, while I 


Be Thou, O Gon, exalted high 


PSALMS. 


PSAL MM CVIE. 


To magnify thy name; 
My tongue ſhall give Thee praiſe, my tongue 
The glory of my frame. 


Awake with day to ſing 
Among the nations I wi Ti desk 
The praiſes of my King. 


Becauſe thy mercy's boundlefs height 
The higheſt heav'n tranſcends ; 

And far beyond th' aſpiring clouds 
Thy faithfulneſs extends. 


Above the ſtarry frame; 
And let the earth, with one conſent, 
Confels thy glorious name. 


| That thy beloved people T hee 


Their SAVIQUR may declare, 
Let thy right hand protect me ſtill, 
And aniwer Thou m y pray 'T. 


PS ALM CIX, 


0 Goy, whoſe former mercies make 
My conſtant praiſe thy due; 
Hold not thy peace, but my ſad ſlate 
Wit . wonted favor vi. 


For 
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94 LL. 


For ſinful men, with lying lips, 
Deceitful ſpeeches frame, 

And with their ſtudied ſlanders ſeek 
To wound my ſpotleſs fame. 


Their reſtleſs hatred prompts them {till 
Malicious lies to ſpread ; 
And all againſt my lite combine, 
With cauſcleſs fury led, 


They, whom with tenderef love I us'd, 


My chief oppoſers are; : 
Whilſt I, of other friends bereft, 
Reſort to Thee by pray'r. 


Then let them curſe but I to God 
My thankful voice will raiſe; 
And where the great aſſembly meets, 
There will I ſpeak his praiſe. 


For Him the poor at their right hand 
Their conſtant friend ſhall have, * 

From judgments cruel and unjult 
Their righteous ſouls to ſave. 


PSAL M Cx. 


THE Lord unto my LoRD thus ſpake: 
„Till I thy foes thy footſtool make, 
Sit thou in ſtate at my right hand; 


« Supreme in Zion thou ſhalt be, 
And all thy proud oppolers ſee 
| «+ Subjected to thy juſt command. 


« Thee, 


he fer 


nd fill 
Till 


Wo low: 


f ſorrc 


And t 


ONG 
To 


has n 


0 ip 


dw ore 


ow 9 
d men 
IS WC 


hee, 


Py ALMS. 95 


Thee, in thy pow'r's triumphant day, 
The willing nations ſhall obey; 

« And when thy riſing beams they view, 
Shall all (redeem'd from error's night) 
Appear as numberleſs and bright, 

« As cryſtal drops of morning dew.” 


he Lox 1 has fworn, nor ſworn in vain, 
hat, like Melchizedeck's, thy reign 

And prieſthood ſhall no period know ; 

o proud competitor to fit 

t thy right hand will He permit ; 

But in his wrath e'en kings o'erthrow. 


he ſentenc'd heathen He ſhall lay, 

nd fill with carcaſes the way, 

Till He has ſtruck earth's tyrants dead: 
Wo lowelt ſtate he firit ſhall fink, 

f ſorrow's brook on earth ſhall drink, 


And then in triumph lift his head. 


PS ALM CxXl. 


ONGS of immortal praiſe belong 
To my almighty Gop ; 

bas my heart, and He my tongue, 
o ſpread his name abroad, 


ww great the works his hands have wrought, 
How glorious in our fight ! 

d men in ev'ry age have ſought 

is wonders with delight. 


How 
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How moſt exact is nature's frame, 
How wile th' eternal mind! 


His counſels never change the ſcheme, 11] 
That his firſt thought deſign'd. MH, 
When He redeem'd his choſen ſons, lis | 
He fixt his cov'nant ſure : For a 
The orders that his lips pronounce, He 
To endleſs years endure. | Sti 
Nature and time, and earth and ſkies, Th 
Thy heav'nly ſkill proclaim; | An 
W hat ſhall we do to make us wiſe, o th 
But learn to read thy name? bey 
To fear thy pow'r, to truſt thy grace, 
Is our divineſt ſkill; 
And he's the wiſeſt of our race, E ſ 
That beſt obeys thy will. | 
| Wer 
PS ALM CXIL he n. 
BLESSED the man, who Gop doth fear, bove 
And his commandments loves indeed; ands 
His ſeed on earth will Gop uprear, 5 tin 
And bleis ſuch as from him proceed: 2 bo 
His riches ſhall not ceaſe to flow; V hich 
His righteouſneſs no end ſhall know. range 
Unto the upright doth ariſe 496 
In trouble joy, in darkneſs light; ohh 
Compaſſion ſparkles in his eyes, ehold 
And grace is always in his ſight: hat ſa 
To others good, and prone to lend, A con 
e me; 


His own he doth diſcreetly ſpend, 


And ſurely he ſhall never fail, 

The object of eternal care; 

[1] tidings ſhall not him aſſail, 

He truits the LorD, his heart is there: 
lis heart is firm, his fears are paſt, 


or all his foes ſhall fall at laſt. 


He hath diſpers'd his bounteous gifts, 
Still to the poor his mercy flows; 
This, this his horn with honor lifts, 
And grieves his diſappointed foes : 

o their own wickednels a prey, 

tey gnaſh their teeth, and melt away. 


PS ALM CXIII. 


E ſervants of th* almighty KING, 
| In ev'ry age his praiſes fling ; 
bere'er the ſun ſhall rife or ſet, 

he nations ſhall his praiſe repeat, 


bove the earth, beyond the ſky, 

ands his high throne of majeſty; 

or time nor place his pow'r reſtrain, 
lor bound his univerſal reign. 


ich of the ſons of Adam dare, 

Jr angels with their Gop compare? 
s glories how divinely bright, 

ho dwells in uncreated light ! 


ehold his love, he ſtoops to view 
hat ſaints above and angels do; 
nd condeſcends yet more to know 
he mean affairs of men below. 
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From 
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From duſt and cottages obſcure 
His grace exalts the humble poor; 
Gives them the honor of his ſons, 


And fits them for their heav'nly thrones, 


2 I P$ALM CXIV. 


W HEN Jacob's ſons thro' paths unknown, 
From Egypt took their way, 
In Judah was JEfov an's throne, 

And [ſrael own'd his ſway. 


Old Ocean ſaw them as they came; 
He ſaw and backward fled : 

Recoiling Jordan turn'd his ſtream, 
And {ought his fountain head. 


The mountains feel the ſudden ſhock ; 
As rams, from off the ground 

They ſpring : as younglings of the flock, 
The hills affrighted bound. 

Thou Ocean, fav, why, as they came, 
Thy billows backward fled ? 

And what, O Jordan, urg'd thy ſtream, 
To ſeek its tountain head ? 

Ye mountains, whence the ſudden ſhock ? 
Why leap ye from the ground, 

As rams ? as younglings of the flock, 


Say why, O hills, ye bound? 


Earth, inſtant, to thy loweſt bale 


Convuls'd avow thy fear, 


While heav'ns high Lord reveals his face, 


While Jacob's Gop is near. 
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Diſſolv'd beneath whoſe potent ſtroke 
The flint a torrent gave; 
Who ſnake; and from the yielding rock 
Guſh'd forth the bidden wave. 


PSAL M CXV. 


Ne! unto us, LoRD, not to us, 
But T hou, the glory take 
Unto thy Name, e'en for thy truth, 

Aud for thy mercy's lake. 


O wherefore ſhould the heathen ſay, 
Where is their GoD now gone ? 


But our GoD in the heavens is, 
What pleas'd Him He hath done. 


Their idols ſilver are and gold. 
Work of mens hands they be : 

Mouths have they, but they do not * 
And eyes but do not ſee. 


Ears have they, but they do not hear, ; 
Noſes, but ſavor not: 

ands, feet, Hut handle not, nor walk, 
Nor [peak they through their throat. 
tke them their makers are, and all 
On them their truſt that build. 

) Iſrael, truſt then in the Lord, 

He is their help and ſhield. 


) Aaron's houſe, truſt in the LoRD, 
Their help and ſhield is He: 

e that fear God, truſt in the Lok p, 
Their help and ſhield He'll be. 


K 8g The 
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100 PS ALMS. 


The Lon p of us hath mindful been, 
And He will bleſs us ſtill; 

He will the houſe of Iſrael bleſs, 

Bleſs Aaron's houle he will. 


Both ſmall and great, that fear the LoRD, 
He will them ſurely bleſs ; 

The Lord will you, you and your ſeed, 
Ay more and more increale. 


Ve are the bleſſed of the Lok p, 
Who made the earth and heav'n. | 
The heav'n, the heav'ns are Gop' s, but He 
The earth to men hath giv'n. 


The dead, who down to filence go, 
SCovp's praiſe do not record; 

But henceforth we the LozD will bleſs : 
For ever praile the LoRD. 


FS ALM CXVI, 


I Love the LoD: he-heard my cries, 
And pity'd ev'ry groan: 
Long as I live when troubles riſe, 
Fll haſten to his throne, 
T love the Lok D: He bow'd his ear, 
And chas'd my griets away : 


O let my heart no more deſpair, 
While I have breath to pray. 


My fleſh declin'd, my ſpirits fell, 


Ay I drew near the dead; A 1 
While inward pangs of fear and hell W. l 
el 


Perplex'd my wakeful head. 


PS AL M'S, 


My Go, I cry'd, thy ſervant ſave, 
Thou ever good and juſt ; 

Thy pow'r can reſcue from the grave, 

Thy pow'r is all my truſt. 


The Lox D beheld me fore diſtreſt, 
He bid my pains remove: 

Return my ſoul to Gop, thy reſt, 

For thou haſt known his love. 


And dry'd my _— tears; 
Now to 1 praiſe I'll ſpend my breath, 
And my remaining years. 


PS ALM CXVII. 


Let the Creator's praiſe ariſe; 
Let the REDEEMER'S Name be ſung, 
Thro ev'ry land by ev ry tongue. 


Eternal are thy mercies LoRD |! 
Eternal truth attends thy word: 


Thy praiſe ſnall ſound from ſhore to ſhore, 


lll luns ſhall riſe and ſet no more, 


PSAL M CXVIII. 


FIRST PART. 


OFEN the gates of righteouſneſs, 
There let thy ſervant go; 


Where all thy mercies flow. 
K 3 


My Gob has ſav'd my foul from death, 


ROM all that dwell below the ſkies, 


There let me, LoRD, thy Name addreſs, 


D N 


Sw PS AL MS. 


The fooliſh builders, ſcribe and prieſt, 


Vet on this Rock the church ſhall reſt, 


Behold the ſure Foundation Stone, 
Which Gop in Zion lays, 

To build our heav'nly hopes upon, 
And his eternal pralle ! 


Reject it with diſdain ; 


And envy rage in vain. 
What tho' the gates of hell withſtood, 
Yet muſt this building riſe : 
'Tis thy own work, almighty Gop, 
And wond'raus in our eyes. 


PS ALM CXVII, 


SECOND PART. 
THL is the day the Lok b hath made, 


He calls the hours his own; 


Let heav'n rejoice let earth be glad, 


And praiſe ſurroun.! the throne, 


| To day. he roſe and left the dead, 


And Satan's empire fell; 

To day the ſaints his triumphs ſpread, 
And all his wonders tell. 

Hoſanna to th' anointed KING, 
To David's holy Son! 

Help us, O Lox ; deſcend and bring 


Salvation from thy throne. 


Bleſt be the Lok D, who comes to men 


With meſſages of grace, 
Who comes in Gop his FaTHER's Name, 


To ſave our linful race. 


P S A L M 8. 


© 
Hoſanna in the higheſt ſtrains 
The church on earth can raiſe ; 
The higheſt heav'ns, in which he reigns, 
Shall give him nobler praiſe, 


PSALM CXIX. 


0 That the Loxp would guide my ways 
To keep his ſtatutes {till ! 

) that my Gop would grant me grace 
To know and do his will! 


D ſend thy SPIRIT down to writ? 
Thy law upon my heart; | 

Nor let my tongue indulge decelt, 
Nor act a har's part. 


com vanity turn off my eyes; 
Let no corrupt deſign, 

vor covetous delire ariſe 
Within this ſoul of mine. 


Prder my footſteps by thy word, 
And make my heart ſincere ; 

Tete lin have no dominion, LoRD, 

But keep my conſcience clear. 


My ſoul hath gone too far aſtray ; 
My feet too often lip ; 

et ſince I've not forgot thy way, 
Reſtore thy wand'ring ſheep. 

ike me to walk in thy commands, 
'15s a delightful road ; 


or let my head or heart or hands 
Offend againſt wy Go, 


PSALM 
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PSALM cxx. 
T0 Gop I cry'd, with anguiſh ſtung, 


Nor pour'd a truitleſs pray'r. 
O ſave me pou the lying tongue, 
And lips that would infnare. 


Thou child of guilt, to falſhood bred, 
W hat, what ſhall be thine end ? 
See ſharpeſt arrows o'er my head, 


And quenchleſs coals, impend. 


Ah! woe is me, to Meſech's ſeat, 
And Kedar's tents confin'd ; 


Perpetual inſult doom'd to meet, bh 8 
From men of reſtleſs mind. ; * 
When offers mild of peace I make, WI 
And friendlieſt terms prepare; ce 
My words their ſlumb'ring rage awake, It {+ 
And arm them for the war. = 
PSALM .CXXI 1 

TO rev n I lift my waiting eyes, And 
There all my hopes are laid; 0 for 

The Loxp who built the earth and ſkies, For 
Is my perpetual aid. Vho t. 
Their feet ſhall never ſlide or fall, ns 
Whom he deſigns to keep; 2 
ay 


His ear attends the ſotteſt call; 
His eyes can never ſleep. 


PSA LN. 195 
He will ſuſtain our weakeſt pow'rs 
With his 1 arm, 
And watch our molt unguarded hours 
Againſt impending harm. 
Iſrael, rejoice, and reſt ſecure, 
Thy keeper is the Loxp; 
is wakeful eyes employ his pow'r 
For thine eternal guard, 


PS ALM CXXIL 


did my heart rejoice to hear 
My friends devoutly ſay, 
p. let us in Gop's houſe appear, 
And keep the ſolemn day. 


O Salem, faireſt place! our feet 
Within thy gates ſhall ſtand: 
\ citv, Salem, how complete ! 
It hes its builder's hand. 
hither, with thanks, and joys unknown, 
JeuovAn's tribes repair; 
he Son of David holds his throne, g 
And ſits in judgment there. 


— . _ 


D for the peace of Salem pray, 
For they ſhall proſp'rous be, 

Vho to thy temple find the way, 
And bear true love to Thee. 


Vithin thy palaces and walls 
May peace and plenty reign ! 

ly friends, my brethren, (pow'rful calls) 
My heart to Thee conttrain. 


But 


706 PSALMS. 
But ſtill thy noble cauſe t' eſpouſe, 


I feel a higher claim: Al 
The Loks our Gos here builds his houſe, H 
Here puts his holy Name, wage 
ſe 11 
PSALM CXXUI, 7 
O Thou, whoſe grace and juſtice reign, I. La 
FE nthron'd above the ſkies, os 
To TI hee our hearts would tell their pain: 4 lea 
To Thee we lift our eyes. 5 8 

| lies 
As ſervants watch their maſter's hand, wg 

And fear the angry ſtroke; 3 
Or maids before their miſtreſs ſtand, 10 d : 
And wait a peaceful look. 50 55 
n 7 
So fix'd on Thee, O Loxp our Gos, d mad 
Our eyes with tears o'erflow, : hel 
Till Thou remove thv chaſt ning rod, bo fort 
And mercy on us ſhew. that u 
Have mercy, LoRD : for they, who live Wes h 

At eaſe, our groans deride ; 

And thy delays of mercy give HOSE 
Freſh courage to their pride. Upon 
Our foes infult us, but our hope tee te 
In thy compaſhon lies : 27 tet 
This thought will bear our ſpirits ep, Ar faith 
That Gos will not deſpiſe,” dunded | 
a d wit! 


— Etaſt lik 


PAL 


PS ALM CXXIV, 


AD not the Lord, may Iſrael ſay, 
Had not the Lokn maintain'd our fide, 

hen men, to make our lives a prey, 

oſe like the ſwelling of the tide: 


he ſwelling tide had ſtopp'd our breath, 
d ercely did the waters roll; 

ſe had been ſwallow'd deep in death; 
oud waters had o'erwhelm'd our ſoul, 


e leap for joy; we ſhout and ſing, 
ho juſt eſcap'd the fatal ſtroke: 

fies the bird with cheerful wing, 
hen once the fowler's ſnare is broke. 


ever bleſſed be the Lok p, 
Do broke the fowler's curſed ſnare; 

do ſav'd us from the murd'ring ſword, 
d made our lives and fouls his care 


r help is in JEHovan's Name, 

20 form'd the earth and built the ſkies : 
that upholds that wond'rous frame, 

uds his own church with watchful eyes, 


PS ALM CXXV. 


HOSE that do place their confidence 
Upon the Loxp our Gop only, 
ee to Him for their defence 

: their need and miſe 

fr faith is ſure ſtill to 9 

vunded on CHRIST the Corner Stone; 

d with no ill, but ſtangeth ſtill, 

Etaſt like to the Mount Zion. 


e 


r 


EN. 
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And as about Jeruſalem 

The mighty hills do it compaſs, 
So that no foes can come to them 
To hurt that town in any caſe. 
So Gov indeed, in ev'ry need, 
His faithful people doth defend, 


Standing them by aſluredly 
From this time forth world without end, 


PSALM CXXVI. 
V HEN Zion's bondage Gop reſtor'd, 


We were like them that dream; 
But ſoon with laughter did our mouth, 
Our tongue with praiſes teem. 


Then were the heathen forc'd to ſay, 
The Lokp hath great things done :” 
Great things for us the Lott hath wrought, 
Which we rejoice to own, 


As rivers in the ſouth, O Logp, 


Again our captives bring. 
We ſow in tears, but when we reap, 
With joy we ſhout and fing. 


The man who, bearing precious ſeed, 
In going forth doth mourn, 

He doubtleſs, bringing back his ſheaves, 
Rejoicing ſhall return, 


ANOTHER. 
WJ HEN Go reveal'd his gracious Name, 


And chang'd my mournful ſtate, 
My rapture ſeem'd a pleaſing dream, 
The grace appear'd ſo great. 
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PSALMS; 


be world beheld the glorious change; 

And did his hand confels ; 

My tongue broke out in unknown ſtrains, 
And ſung ſurpriſing grace. 


he Lord can clear the darkeſt ſkies, 
Can give us day for night ; 

ake drops of ſacred ſorrow riſe 

To rivers of delight. 


et thoſe, who ſow in darkneſs; wait, 
Till the fair harveſt come, 

They ſhall confeſs their ſheaves are great 
And ſhout the bleflings home. 


PSALM CXXVIL 


XCEPT the Lokd do build the houſe, 
The builders loſe their pain : 

xcept the Lord the city keep, 

The watchman wakes in vain, 


e riſe up early, late take reſt, 

And eat the bread of care; 

ut all in vain, His gift is ſleep, 

Which his beloved ſhare. 

o, children are God's heritage 3 

The womb's fruit his reward: 

oung children as the arrows are, 

For giants hands prepar d. 

leſt who his quiver ores with theſe : 

When hoſtile bands are near, 

Wy {hall ſpeak with them in the gate, 
ithout or ſhame or fear, 
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BLEST is each one that fears the Lokp, 


And walketh in his ways: 
Thy labour ſhall produce thee meat, 
And happy be thy days. 


Thy wife ſhall, as a fruitful vine 
By thy houſe ſides, be-found ; 
Thy children, like to olive plants, 

Thy table ſhall ſurround, 


Behold, the man that fears the Loks, 
Thus bleſſed ſhall he be: 

The Lord. ſhall out of Zion give 
His bleſſing unto thee. 


Thou ſhhlt Jerus'lem's 200d behold, 

Whilſt thou on earth doſt dwell : 

Thou ſhalt thy children's children ec, 
And peace on Iſrael. 


PS ALM CXXIX, 


cc FT did they vex me from my youth,” 
O May Hrael now declare: 

& Oft did hay vex me from my youth, 
„ Yet not victorious were. 


«© The plowers plow'd upon my back; 
They long their furrows drew: 
The righteous Loxp hath cut the cords 


« Of the ungodly crew,” 


P 8 A 11 M 8. | 112 
Let all that our lov'd Zion hate, 
With ſhame be overthrown ; 


As fading as the houfe-top graſs, 
Which withers ere it's grown. 


Whereof enough to fill his: hand, 8 
The mower doth not find; 

Nor can the man his boſom fill, 

Whoſe work is ſheaves to bind. 


Whereof none ſay, as they paſs by, 
« Gop's bleſſings on you reſt; 
We wiſh you in JEeHovan's Name, 
We wiſh you to be bleſt.“ 


PSALM CXXX. 


FROM loweſt depths of woe, 

* To Go l ſent my cry; 
Lokp hear my ſupplicating voice, 
And graciouſly reply. 

Should'ſt Thou ſeverely judge, 
Who can the trial bear! 
But Thou forgiv'ſt, leſt we deſpond, 


And quite renounce, thy fear. 


i 


My foul with patience waits 

For Thee the living Los ; 

My hopes are on thy promiſe built, 
Thy never-failing word. 


My longing eyes look out 
For thy enſiv'ning ray, 
More duly than the morning watch 
To ſpy the dawning day. 
| L 2 — ” 
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Let Iſrael truſt in Gov; Ente 
No bounds his mercy knows; T 
The plenteous ſource and ſpring from whence WW All | 
Eternal ſuccour flows. C 
Whaſe friendly ſtreams to us Here 
Supplies in want convey; of 

A healing ſpring, a ſpring to cleanſe, Bleſs 
And waſh our guilt away. | Al 
Here 

PSAL M CxxXXI. 1 

| uſtic 

IN me, O Lord, an haughty mind, W 
And lofty eyes, Thou ſhalt not find: Here 
Great things do not attract my view, N 
Nor do my thoughts high things purſue, Freſh 
Thou ſeeſt in me behaviour mild, An 


A ſoul as humble as the child; 
The child who meekly ſinks to reſt, 
Wean'd from the tender parent's breaſt. 


More tender than that parent ſee 

The Loxv, O Iſrael, cheriſh thee : 

To lateſt times on Him depend, 

Thy Guide, thy Guardian, and thy Friend, 


| PS ALM CXXXII. 
A RISE, O Kins of grace, ariſe, 


And enter into reit ! 
Lo! thy church waits with longing eyes, 
Thus to be own'd and bleſt. | 


Ept 


PS ALMS. 


Enter with all thy glorious train, 
Thy SPIRIT and thy word : 

All that the ark did once contain, 
Could no ſuch grace afford. 


Here, mighty Gop, accept our vows, 
Here let thy praiſe be ſpread, 

Bleſs the proviſions of the houſe, 
And fill thy poor with bread. 


Here let the Son of David reign ; 
Let Gop's Anointed ſhine ; 

Juſtice and truth his court maintain, 
With love and pow'r divine. 


Here let him Hold a laſting throne, 
And as his kingdom grows, 

Freſh honor ſhall adorn his crown, 
And ſhame confound his foes. 


PSAL MM CXXXIII. 


[ 9 what an entertaining ſight 
Are brethren that agree, 
brethren, whoſe cheerful hearts unite 


In bands of piety ! 


When ſtreams of love, from CurisT the ſpring, 
; Deſcend to ev'ry ſoul, 
And heav'nly peace with balmy wing, 
Shades and bedews the Whole: 


Tis like the oil divinely ſweet, 
On Aaron's rev'read head, 

The trickling drops perfum'd his feet, 
And o'er his garments ſpread. 


En L 3 _ 'Tis 
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»Tis pleaſant as the morning dews 
That fall on Zion's hill, 


Where God his mildeſt glory ſhews, 
And makes his grace diſtill. 


PSALM CXXXIV. 
BEHOLD, and have regard, 


All ſervants of the LoR D, 
Who in his houſe by night do ſtand, 
Bieſs Him with one accord. 


Lift up your holy hands, 

And ſeek IJEHOVAEH“'s face; 
The praiſes of JEHov an ling, 

His benefits embrace. | 


The Lox of heav'n and earth, 

Who heav*®n and earth did 8 
From out of Zion thee will bleſs, 

While thou doſt bleſs his Name. 


PSAL MM CXXXV. 


RAISE ye the Lond, exalt his Name, | 


While in his holy courts ye wait; 
Ve ſaints that to his houſe belong, 
Or ſtand attending at his gate. 


Praiſe ye the LoRD; the Lord is good; 
To praiſe his Name is ſweet employ : 
Ifracl he choſe of old, and ſtil! 


His church is his peculiar | joy. 
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PS AL MS. 
The LorD himfelf will judge his ſaints, 


He treats his ſervants as his friends ; 
And when he hears their fore complaints, 
Repents the ſorrows that he ſends, 


Thro' ev'ry age the LorD declares 
His Name, and breaks the oppreſtor's rod: 
He gives his ſuff'ring ſervants reſt, 

And will be known to th' Almighty Gon. 


Bleſs ye the Lord, who taſte his love, 
People and prieſts, exalt his Name: 
mongſt his ſaints he ever dwells, 

lis church is in Jeruſalem. 


PSALM CXXXVI, 
(ONFESS the LoD, that he is good, 


His mercy is for ever ſure: 
onfeſs Him God of Gods, and ſay, 


His mercy ever doth endure. 


,onfeis Him Lord of Lords; and that 
lis mercy is for ever ſure: 

Vho doeth wonders great alone; 

lis mercy ever doth endure. 

[ne heav'ns He by his wiſdom made; 
'5 mercy is for ever ſure : 

e ftretch'd the earth above the ſea 
lis mercy ever doth endure. 


le made great lights, the ſun for day 
s mercy is for ever ſure: 
The moon and ſtars, to rule the night; 
iis mercy ever doth endure, 


'T it 
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He Egypt in their firſt- born ſmote ; O 8: 
His mercy is for ever ſure: Whe 
And Iſrael from among them brought ; Let t 
His mercy ever doth endure, The 

He lov'd us in our fallen ſtate Wilt 
His mercy is for ever ſure : Etern 
And hath redeem'd us from our foes 3 7 Or if 
His mercy ever doth endure. Till e 


He giveth life and food to all; 

His mercy is for ever ſure: 

"Therefore conteſs Him God of heav'n; 
W hoſe mercy ever doth endure. 


PSALM CXXXVII 


WIEN we, our weary'd limbs to reſt, 
Sat down by proud Euphrates ftream, 
We wept, with doleful thoughts oppreſt, 
And Sion was our mournful theme. 


Our harps, that when with joy we ſung 
Were wont their tuneful part to bear, 
With ſilent ſtrings neglected hung 

On willow trees, that wither'd there. 


Mean while our foes, who all eng d 
To triumph in our laviſh wrong 
Muſic and mirth of us requir'd : 

« Come, ſing us one of Sion's ſongs.” 


How ſhall we tune our voice to ſing ? 
Or touch our harps with (kilful he 
Shall hymns of joy to Gop our King, 
Be ſung by flaves in foreign lands ? 
O Salen 


len 
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O Salem! once our happy ſeat, 

When Jof thee forgetful prove, 

Let then my trembling hand forget 
The ſpeaking ſtrings with art to move. 
I I to mention thee forbear, 

Eternal filence ſeize my tongue: 

Or if I ſing one cheerful air, 

Till thy deliv'rance is my ſong. 


FSAL M CXXXVIIL 


WITH all my pow'rs of heart and tongue, 
I'll praiſe my Maker in my ſong; 

Angels ſhall hear the notes I raiſe, 

Approve the ſong, and join in praiſe, 


ll fing thy truth and mercy, Logo ; 
I'll ſing the wonders of thy word; 
Not all thy works and names below, 
So much hy pow'r and glory ſhew. 


To Gop I cry'd when troubles roſe, 
He heard me and ſubdu'd my foes, 

He did my riſing fears control, 

And ſtrength diffus'd thro? all my ſoul. 


The Gop of heav'n maintains his ſtate, 
Frowns on the proud, and ſcorns the great; 
But from his throne deſcends to ſee 

The ſons of humble poverty. 


Amidſt a thouſand ſnares I ſtand, 
pheld and guarded by thy hand; 
hy words my fainting ſoul revive, 


ind keep my dying faith alive. 


Fa” 


18 FS ALAS 
Grace will complete what grace begins, 
To ſave from ſorrows and from fins : 


The woik that Wiſdom undertakes, 
Eternal mercy ne'er forſakes, 


PSALM CXXXIX, 


1* all my vaſt concerns with Thee, 
In vain my ſoul would try 

To ſhun thy preſence, LoR p, or fice 

The notice of thine eye. 

Thy all- ſurrounding fight ſurveys 
My riſing and my reſt, 

My public walks, my private ways, 
And ſecrets of my breaſt. 

My thoughts lie open to the Lonp, 
Before they're form'd within; 

And ere my lips pronounce the word; 
He knows the ſenſe I mean, 


O wond'rous knowledge, deep and high! 
Where can a creature hide ? 

Within thy circling arms I lie, 

Beſet on ev'ry fide. 


So let thy grace ſurround me ſtill, 
And like a bulwark prove, 

To guard my ſoul from ev'ry ill, 
Secur'd by ſov'reign love. 

Lox, where ſhall guilty ſouls retire, 
Forgotten and unknown? 

In hell they meet thy dreadful fire, 
In heav'n thy glorious throne, 


PSALMS. 19 


W10u!d I ſuppreſs my vital breath, 

To ſcape the wrath divine, | 
Thy voice would break the bars of death, 
And make the grave reſign. 

„ wing'd with beams of morning light, 
[ fy beyond the weſt, 

Thy hand, which muft ſupport my flight, 
Wou'd ſoon betray my reſt. 

f o'er my fins I think to draw 

The curtains of the night, 

[hoſe flaming eyes, that guard thy law, 
Wou'd turn the ſhades to light. 


De beams of noon, the midnight hour, 
Are both alike to "Thee ; 

) may I ne'er provoke that pow'r, 
From which I cannot flee, 


P SAL M-CKXE, a 
DRESERVE me, Loxp, from crafty foes, 


Of treacherous intent ; 
nd from the ſons of violence, 
Un open miſchief bent, 


heir fland'ring tongues the ſerpent's ſting 
In ſharpneſs doth exceed ; 

etween their lips the gall of aſps 

And adders venom breed, 


ut thus encompaſs'd with diſtreſs, 
Thou art my Gop, I ſaid: 

0RD, hear my ſupplicating voice, 
That calls to Thee for aid, 


Permit 


)hou 
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Permit not their unjuſt deſigns 
To anſwer their deſire ;- 
Leſt they, encourag'd by ſucceſs, 


And let my nightly worſhip riſe And 


Sweet as the cv'ning ſacrifice, 


Watch o'er my lips, and guard them, Lord, 
From ev'ry raſh and heedleſs word; from 1 
Nor let my feet incline to tread 

The guilty paths where finners lead. 


O may the righteous, when J ſtray, | 
Smite and reprove my wand'ring way! 
Their gentle words, like ointment ſhed, 
Shall never bruiſe, but cheer my head. 


When I behold them preſt with grief, 

Fil cry to heay'n for their relief, 

And by my warm petitions prove, 

How much I prize their faithful love. 
PSAL 
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PSALM CXLE. 


To Gop I made my ſorrows known; 
From Gop I ſought relief; 

In long complaints before his throne, 
I pour'd out all my grief. 

My ſoul was overwhelm'd with woes, 

heart began to break ; 

My Gon? who all my burdens knows, 

He knows the way I take. 


On ev'ry ſide I caft mine eye, 

And found my helpers gone ; 
While friends and ftrangers paſt me by, 
Neglected or unknown. 


Then did I raiſe a louder cry, 
And call'd thy mercy near: 

hou art my portion when I die; 
Be Thou my refuge here. 


From my ſad priſon ſet me free, 
Then ſhall I praiſe thy Name ; 
nd holy men ſhall join with me 
Thy kindneſs to proclaim, 


PSALM CXLIN. 


Y righteous Judge, my gracious Gop, 
Hear when I ſpread my hands abroad, 

ind cry for ſuccour from thy throne; 
make thy truth and mercy known |! 


M Let 


AL 
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Let judgment not againſt me paſs; F 
Behold thy fervant pleads thy grace: 2 
Should juttice call us to thy bar, | 5 
No man ative is guiltleſs there. 0 

| ANC 
Look down in pity, Lok, and ſee Ke 
The mighty woes that burden me; The 
Down to the duſt my life is brought, _ If in 
Like one long buried and forgot. I flee 


I dwell in darkneſs, andaunſcen ; 
My heart is deſolate within; 

My thoughts in muſing ſilence trace 
The ancient wonders of thy grace. 


'Thence I derive a glimpſe of hope, 
To bear my finking ſpirits up; 

I ſtretch my hands to God again, 
And thirſt like parched lands for rain, 


For Thee I thirſt, I pray, I mourn; 
When will thy ſmiling tace return ? 


Shall all my joys 6n earth remove, \ 

And Gop for ever hide his long: 10 en 

My Gop, thy long delay to ſave, To ; 

Will fink thy pris'ner to the grave; Vhen 

My heart grows faint, and dim mine eye; He n 
Make haſte to ſave before 1 die. ditruct 

And 


The night is witneſs to my tears, 
Diftrefling pains, diſtreſſing tears ;  Frier 
O might 1 hear thy morning voice, Does 
How would my weary'd pow'rs rejoice! 4 ay 

| nd 
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In Thee I truft, to Thee I ſigh, 
And lift my heavy foul on high ; 


For Thee fit waiting all the day, 
And wear the tedious hours away. 


Break off my fetters, Lory, and ſhew 
The path in which my feet ſhould: ge-: 
If ſnares and foes beſet the road, 
ee to hide me near my God. 


Teach me to do thy holy will, 
And lead me to thy heav'nly hill; 
et the good SPIRIT of thy love 
'onduct me to thy courts above. 


hen ſhall my ſoul no more complain; 
Tne tenipter then Thall rage in vain; 
and fieth, that was my foe befofe, 

dall never vex my ſpirit more. 


PSALM CXLIV. 


| OR ever bleſſed be the Lok p, . 
My Saviour and my ſhield; 

le ſends his SPIRIT With his word, 

To arm me for the field. 


ben fin and hell their force unite, 
He makes my ſoul his care; | 
nitructs me to the heav'nly fight, 
And guards me thro' the war. 


Friend and Helper ſo divine, 
Does my weak courage raiſe; 1 
e makes the glorious vict'ry mine, 1 
and His ſhall be the praiſe. 


M 2 Lokp, 


224 
Lok b, what is man ! poor ſinful man! 


P.S A L M-S. 


Born of the earth at firſt ; 


His life a ſhadow, light and vain, 


Still haſtning to the duſt, 


O what is feeble, dying man, 

Or any of his _ 

That Gov ſhould make it his concern 
To viſit him with grace ! 


That Gov, who darts his lightnings down, 


Who ſhakes the worlds above; 


And mountains tremble at his frown : 


How wond'rous is his love! 


PSAL M CXLV. 


WEET is the mem'ry of thy grace, 
My Gov, my heav'nly King ! 


Let age to age thy righteouſneſs 


In ſounds of glory ſing. 


Gov reigns on high, but not confines 


His goodneſs to the ſkies ; 


Thro' the whole earth his bounty ſhines, 


And ey'ry want ſupplies. 


With longing eyes thy creatures wait 
On Thee for daily food ; 


Thy lib'ral hand provides their meat, 


And fills their mouths with good. 


How kind are thy compaſſions, Log ! 
How flow thine anger moves! 


How ſwiftly runs his healing word, 


Ts cheer the fouls he loves. 
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Creatures, with all their endleſs race, 
Thy pow'r and praiſe proclaim ; 

But ſaints, that taſte thy richer grace, 
Delight to bleſs thy name, 


PSALM CXLVI. 


PRAISE ye the Lok, my heart ſhall join 
In work ſo pleaſant, ſo divine, 

Now while the el is mine abode, 

and when my foul aſcends to Go. 


Praiſe ſhall employ my nobleſt pow'rs, 
While immortality endures : 

My days of praiſe ſhall ne'er be paſt, 
While ſoul, and thought and being laſt, 


Why ſhould I make a man my truſt ? 
Princes muſt die and turn to duſt ; 

Their breath departs, their pomp and pow'r, 
And thoughts all vaniſh in zn hour. 


Happy the mag whoſe hopes rely 

On Itrael's Gap ; He made the ſky, 
And earth, and ſeas, with all their train; 
And none ſhall find his pramile vain. 


His truth for ever ſtands ſecure ; 

He ſaves th' oppreſt, he feeds the poor; 
He ſends the lab'ring conſctence peace, 
nd grants the pris'ner ſweet releaſe, 
he Lokn hath eyes to give the blind; 
[he LoRD ſupports the ſinking mind; 

He helps the ſtranger in diſtreſs, 

he widow and the fatherleſs. 
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He loves his ſaints, he knows them well; 
But turns the wicked down to hell ; 
Thy Gon, O Zion, ever reigns; 

Praiſe Him in everlaſting ſtrains, 


A: 


PE To 

| Hall 

PSALM CXLVIL ; 

Praif 

PR AISE ye the Loxp; 'tis good to raife = 

Our hearts and voices in his praiſe ; praiſ 
His natufe, and his works invite, 1 

To make this duty our delight. We 


He form'd the ſtars, thoſe heav'nly flames; Let t 


He counts their numbers, calls their names; All c 
His wiſdom's vaſt, and knows no bound: All, e 
A deep where all our thoughts are drown'd! rer 


| | Ne'er 
Great is the Lox p, and great his might, Once 
And all his glories infinite: "oF 
He crowns the meek, rewards the juſt, Ml to 
And treads the wicked to the duſt, Al! th 
His ſaints are lovely in his ſight ; Praiſe 
He views his children with delight : Batt'r 
He ſees their hope, He knows their fear, Atrean 
And loves and keeps his image there, _ 
ing 

- Praiſe Gov. from whom all bleſſings flow; Praiſe 
Praiſe Him all creatures here below; Fruitf; 
Praiſe Him above, ye heav'nly hoſt : Beaſts, 
Praiſe FATHER, SoN, and HoLy GHosT. Birds 1 


PSAL\ 


AL, 
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H ALLELUJAH *! from the heav'n, 

Praiſe unto the LRD be giv'n! 
To the GoD ſupremely great, vl 
Hallelujah in the height. 1 
Praiſe Him, all ye angels, praiſe; 1 
All his hoſts, your voicgs raiſe: f 
Sun by day, and moon by night, 
Praiſe Him, all ye ſtars of light. 


Heav'n of heav'ns, his awful ſeat, 
Waters high, his praiſe repeat: 

Let them praiſe thy Name, O Lokp, 
All created by the word. 

All, eſtabliſh'd by thy hand, 

Ever and for ever ſtand ; 

Ne'er to paſs the firm decree, 

Once for all pronounc'd by Thee. 


HALLELUJAH, from the earth! 
Alto which the ſea gives birth, 
All that on its ſurface leaps, 

Praiſe Him, dragons, and all deeps. 


Batt'ring hail, and fires that glow, 
Streaming vapours, plumy ſnow ; 
Wind and ſtorm (his wrath incurt'd) 
Wing'd and pointed at his word, 
Praiſe Him hills, and mountains all, 
Fruitful trees, and cedars tall; 

Beaſts, and cattle, creeping things, 
birds that ſoar on lofty wings. 
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Kings and nations af the earth ; 
Judges all of princely birth ; 
Youthful bands, and virgin choir, 
| Liſping babe, and hoary fire, 


Saints, whom he ſo high doth raiſe, 
He is your peculiar praiſe : 

Near to Him, your voices join, 
Praiſe, © praiſe, the Name divine. 


PSALM CXLIX. 


O Praiſe ye the Lok o, prepare your glad voice, — 
His praiſe in the great ailembly to ſing. His k 
In our great Creator let Iſrael rejaice, With 
And cþildren of Sion be glad in their King. 8 
Let them his great Name extol in the dance; Mok 
Wich timbrel and harp his praiſes expreſs; praiſe 
Wo always takes pleaſure his ſaints to advance d 
And with his ſalvation the humble to bleſs, 3 1 
With glory adorn'd his people ſhall ſing wy 
Lo God, who their beds with ſafety does ſhield; ., % 
Their mouths fik'd with praiſes of Him thei With 
great King ; | 7 
Whilſt a two-edged ſword their right hand fa fe, 2 
wield. | 
| Cymb: 
Juſt vengeance to take for injurics paſt ; Thar 
To puniſh thoſe lands for ruin defign'd ; Let all 
With 5-2" IM as their captives, to tie their Kit The 0 
faſt ; | | 
With fetters of iron their nobles to bad. r . 


The 
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Thus ſhall they make good, when them they 


deſtroy, 
The dreadful decree which Gon does proclaim 
Such honor and triumph his ſaints ſhall enjoy: 
O therefore for ever exalt his great Name. 


PSALM CL. 


0 Praiſe the Lok p in that bleſt place, 
From whence his goodneſs largely flows z 
Praiſe Him in heav'n, where He his face 
Unveil'd in perfect glory ſhews. 


 Whraiſc Him for all the mighty acts 
"cM hich He ap ny behalf has done; 
His kindnefs this return exacts, 


With which our praiſe ſhould equal run. 


Let the ſhrill trumpet's warlike voice 

© uke rocks and hills his praiſe rebound ; 
Praiſe Him with harp's melodious noiſe, 

nA: gentle phalt'ry's filver ſound. 


Let virgin troops ſoft timbrels bring, 
and ſome with graceful motion dance; 
Let inſtruments of various ſtrings, 

With organs join'd, his praiſe advance, 


Let them who joyful hymns compoſe, 
Tocymbals ſet their ſongs of praiſe ; 
Cymbals of common uſe, and thoſe 
That loudly found on ſolemn days. 


nel et all that vital breath enjoy, 
"W | he breath He does to them afford, 
In juſt returns of praiſe employ : 
Let ev'ry creature praiſe the Lokp. 
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DOXOLOGIES. 


New to the great and ſacred THREE, 


The FATHER, SON, and SPIRIT, be 
Eternal praife and glory giv'n, 
Thro' all the worlds where Gov is known, 
By all the angels near the throne, 
And all the ſaints in earth and heav'n. 


ANOTHER. 


TO praiſe the FATHER, and the Son, 
And SPIRIT, all divine, 
The One in Three, and Three in One, 
Let ſaints and angels join. 


ANOTHER. 
PRAISE God, from whom all bleſſings flow; 


Praiſe Him all creatures here below; 1 
Praiſe Him above, ye heav'nly hoſt: 
Praiſe FArRHER, Son, and HoLy GHOST. 


ANOTHER. 


19 FATHER, Son, and HoLy Gos r, 
One Gon, whom we adore, 
Be glory, as it was, is now, 
And ſhall be evermore. 


ANOTHER. 


Tv Gov, the FaTatr, Sox, 
And SPIRIT, glory be; 
It was, it is, and ſhall be ſo 
_ To all eternity. | 


* 
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ANOTHER. 


10 FATHER, Sox, and Holy Gnosr, 
All praiſe and glory be therefore, 

As in beginning was, is now, 

and ſo thall be for evermore. 


ANOTHER, 


ALL glory to th' eternal THREE, 
The FATHER, Sor, and SpIkIT, be, 
To God whom we adore: 
That glory which thro” ages paſt 
Unchang'd has ſtood, and yet ſhall laſt, 
When time mall be no more. 


ANOTHER. 


O th' eternal ThRE E be giv'n 
Praiſe on earth, and praile in heav'n; 
duch as was thro” ages paſt, 


I, and ſhall for ever laſt, 
ANOTHER, 


BY angels in heav'n, of ey'ry degree, 

And ſaints upon earth, all praiſe be addreft, 
AS it has been, now is, and ever ſhall be, 
Jo Gop in three Perſons, one Gop ever bleſt. 
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HYMN LI 


THE SAVIOUR calls— let ev'ry ear 

Attend the heav'nly ſound ; 1 

Let ev'ry trembling ſoul appear, 
Where faith and hope abound. 


Where grace in ſtreams ſalubrious flows, q 
To ſearch the depths of fin ; | 


o heal the gcdly mourner's woes, 
And make them pure within. 


There JEsUs, ſource of ev'ry good, 
Diſplays his wond'rous name; 
Records the ſhedding of his blood, 
And bids it flow the ſame. 


There the eternal SPIRIT waits 
The ſons of Gop to fill, 
ind teach them within Sion's gates, 
Their heav'nly FATHER's will. 
FATHER, whoſe boſom teem'd with grace, 
and gave thine only SoN, 
o ſnatch from death a fallen race, 
And raiſe them to thy throne ; 
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The SP1RIT of thy Son impart; 
Inforce his golpel call : 

Be Alba ory'd in ev'ry heart; 
Be Jesus All in all. 


HYMN II. 


0 


HOU hidden Love of Gop, whoſe height Give 


Depth, length and breadth, all ſaints adm 


I fee from far thy beauteous light, 
To comp-ehend "Thee I aſpire ; 
My heart is mov'd, nor can it be 

At ref}, until it reſts in Thee. 


Is there a thing beneath the ſun, 


That flrives with Thee my iſe to ſhare ? 


Ah!] tear it thence, and reign alone 
The Lord of ev'ry motion there : 

Then ſhall my heart indeed be free, 
When it has found repoſe in Thee. 


O wean me from myſelf, that I 

No more, but CHRIST may in me live; 
My vile affections crucify, 

Nor let one fleſhly luſt ſurvive. 

In all things may I nothing ſee, 
Nothing defire or ſeek but Thee. 


Each moment draw from earth away 
My heart, that waits thy call divine 
Speak to my inmoſt ſoul and ſay, 

« ͤam the living Gov, and thine.” 
To feel thy pow'r, to hear thy voice, 
To taſte thy love, be ail my choice. 
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HY M N III. 


0 Come thou wounded Lams of Gop ! 
Come waſh us in thy cleanſing blood; 
Give us to know thy love, then pain 

s ſweet, and life or death is gain. 


How can it be, thou heav'nly King, 
That thou ſhouldſt man to glory bring! 
Make ſlaves the partners of thy throne, 
And give them an unfading crown ! 


Ah, Lok b, enlarge our ſcanty thought, 
To know the wonders Thou haſt wrought; 
Unlooſe our ſtamm'ring tongues to tell 


Thy love immenſe unſearchable ! 


Expand our hearts, but let them be 
For ever clos'd to all but Thee; 
Our ſpirits with thy Se1R1T ſeal, 
And there thy glorious ſelf reveal, 


Firſt born of many brethren, Thou! 

To Thee both earth and heav'n muſt bow: 
Then come, and in us ſolely reign ; 

To live be CHRIST, to die be gain. 


HY MN IV. 


AND will the LorD thus condeſcend 
To viſit ſinful worms? 
Thus at the door ſhall mercy ſtand, 
In all her winning forms ? 
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135 HY MN S$: 
Amazing grace! and ſhall my heart 
Unmov'd and cold remain ? 


Has this hard rock no tender part ? 
Muſt mercy plead in vain ? 


£SUS for admiſſion ſue, 
His charming voice unheard ? 
And this vile heart, his rightful due, 
Remain for ever barr'd? 


Satan, alas! with tyrant pow'r, 


The iodging hath poſſeſs'd; 
And legions watch, to keep the door 
Againſt the heav'nly guelt. 


But, Loxp, exert thy conqu'ring grace; 
Thy ſaving might diſplay : 

One beam of glory from thy face 
Can drive my foes away, 


NV. 


ND is it yet, great LoR D, a doubt 

If in my breaſt Thou reign'ſt alone? 

O find the lurking rival out, c 
And drag the traitor from the throne. 


Would earth's deluſive trifling charms 
Aſſume a pow'r above thy Name ? 
Stab each uſurper in my arms, 

And vindicate thy rightiul claim. 

By purchaſe, duty, ev'ry tie, 

Yea, choice itlelt, Lokp, I am thine; 
Maintain thy right, or let me die, 

Leſt from thy love my ſoul decline. 


If mi 
(And 
[If ou 
You 


Chaſ 
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lf my unſteady heart would rove, 

(and well thou know'ſt its treach'rous frame) 
It ought below or ought above 1 
Would ſhare or quench the ſacred flame; 1 
Chaſe the curs'd object from my ſoul; 1 
Thence, thence the twining miſchief tear: [8 
Reign, Thou, the ſov'reign of the whole; 
Be Lord of ev'ry motion there. 


HT . 


HOU only Sov'reign of my heart, 
My Refuge, my almighty Friend ! 
And can my ſoul from Thee depart, 
On whom alone my hopes depend ? 


Whither, ah ! whither ſhall I go, | 
A wretched wand'rer from my LoRD ! 1 
Can this dark world of fin and woe 1 
One glimpſe of happineſs afford? 


Eternal life thy words impart ; 

On Thee my fainting ſpirit lives: 

Here ſweeter comforts cheer my heart, 
Than all the round of nature gives, 


Let earth's alluring joys combine; 

While Thou art near, in vain they call: 
Une ſmile, one bliſsful ſmile of thine, 
Almighty Lord, outweighs them all. 


Low at thy feet my ſoul would lie, 

To hear and mark thy words divine: 
O let me live beneath thine cya; 

For life, eternal life is thine, 
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NN VII. 


| FATHER of Mercies, in thy word 
What endleſs glory ſhines ! 
For ever be thy Name ador'd 
For theſe celeſtial lines : 


| Lines, which thy ſhad'wy pencil drew, 
That dark deceived wan 
Thine image lolt again might view, 


Thy loſt perfections ſcan. 


Here, as from ſalvation's well, 
The ſprings of comfort riſe; 

That they who've drank the depths of hell, 
Of lite may draw ſupplies. 


Here from the all- creating LoRD, 
The rich repaſt i is giv'n; 
Es Us, the ſoul's reſtoring word; 
JEsus, the Bread of heav'n. 


Hungry and thirſty here repair, 
Here lite and ſtrength renew; 

And, borne on wings of faith and pray'r, 
Your heav'nward flight purſue, 


VIII. 


HOW heavy is the night 
g That hangs upon our eyes, 
T1!l CHRIST, with his reviving light, 
Upon our ſouls ariſe, 
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Our guilty ſpirits dread | 

To meet the wrath of heav'n 
But in his righteouſneſs array'd, 

We ſee our fins forgiv'n. 


Unholy and 1mpure 
Is all the human race: 

His hands infected nature cute 
With ſanctifying grace. 
The pow'rs of hell agree 
To hold our fouls in vain : 

He ſets the ſons of bondage free, 
And breaks the curled chain. . 


LokD, we adote thy ways 
To bring us near to God ; 

Thy ſov'rign pow'r, thy healing grace, 
And thine atoning blood. 


HYMN IX. 


BURY d in ſhadows of the night, 

We lie, till Cuxisr reſtores the light: 
Wiſdom delcends to heal the blind, 
And chaſe the darkneſs of the mind. 


Loſt ſouls are fill'd with guilt and tears, 
till the atoning blood appears; 
hen they are ireed from deep diſtreſs, 
And ing, IHE LoRD oUR RIGUTEOUSNESS, 


ESUS beholds where ſatan rergas, 
Binding his flaves with heavy chains: 
He lets the pris'ner free, and breaks 


* 


Ine iron bondage from our necks. 


Poor 


if 
Ou 
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Poor helpleſs worms in Thee poſſeſs 


Grace, wiſdom, pow'r, and righteouſneſs; 
T hou art our mighty All, may we 
Give our whole ſelves, O Lok b, to T hee: 


| 

HYMN X. e pla 

And 

ORD, how myſterious are thy ways! ep i 
Mow blind are we! how mean our praiſe Ot en 


Thy lleps can mortal eyes explore? e tre: 
*I 1s our's to wonder and adore. 


Thy deep decrees from creature ſight 
Are hid in ſhades of awful night; 
Amid the lines with curious eye, 

Not angel minds preſume to pry. 
Great GoD! I would not aſk to ſee 
What in faturity ſhall be ; 

Tf light and blifs attend my days, 
Then let my future hours be praiſe. 
Is darkneſs and diſtreſs my ſhare ? 


Then let me truſt thy guardian care: 


F.nough for me, if love divine he buc 
At length t thro' ev'ry cloud ſhall ſhine. pat U 
Vet this my | ſout 3 to know, lad w 
Be thts my only with below, And f 
„ That C:y1sT is mine: W great requeſt W-» is | 
Grant, bounteous God, and I am bleſt. And! 
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HYMN XI. 


OD moves in a myſterious way 
His wonders to perform ; ; 
lants his footſteps in the ſea, 
Fr rides upon the ſtorm. 
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deep in unfathomable mines 

Ot never failing ſkill, 

e treaſures up his bright deſigns, 
And works his ſov'reign will, 


e fearfnl ſaints frech courage take; 
The clouds, ye ſo much dread, 

e big with mercy, and hall break 
In apr" - on your head. 


{ze not the LorD by feeble ſenſe, 
But truſt him for his grace; 

bund a frowning providence 

Ye hides a ſmiling face. 


5 purpoſes will ripen faſt, 
Cntolding ev ry hour; 

de bud may have a bitter taſte, 
But ſweet will be the flow'r. 
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1nd unbehet is ſure to err, 
And ican his work in vain ; 

if WD is his own interpreter, 
and He will make it plain, 
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EE MN III. 
THL great JEHov AH reigns 


Upon a throne ſublime, 
And . his own eternity 
Sees the wide waſtes of time 


T his great JEnoVAn's mine, 
The ſaint in rapture cries 

And to this everlaſting Rock 
My joy ful ſpirit flies. 


From this eternal Spring 
Immenſe ſalvation flows, 
And with the wonders of his love 
My gratetul boſom glows. 
His Name hal. be my long, 
While life and breath are giving 
And his unceaſing praiſe ſhall run 
Thro' all the days. of heav'n. 


HY MN XIII. 
R EJO!CE the Log p is King; 


Your Gop and King adore ; 
| Mortals give thanks and ſing, 
And triumph evermore : 
Lift up your hearts, lift up your voice, 
Rejoice; again I ſay, Rejoice. 


Jusvs the Saviour reigns, H 
{i he Gop of truth and love; 
When he had purg'd our ſtains 
He took his ſeat above: 
Lift up your hearts, lift up your voice, 
Rejoice ; again I ſay, Rejoice. 


ranſp 
In 


His kingdom cannot fail ; 

He rules o'er earth and heav' n; 

The keys of death and hell 

Are to our Jeſus giv'n: 

iſt up your hearts, Lift up your voice, 
Rejoice ; again I ſay, rejoice. 


Hie fits at God's right hand, 

Till all his toes ſubmit, 

And bow to his command, 

And fall beneath his feet: 
itt up your hearts, lift up your voice, 
&ejoice ; again I (ay, Rejoice. 

He ſatan ſhall repel, 

He {in and death deſtroy, 

And make our boſoms ſwell 

Wich pure ſeraphic joy: 
itt up your hearts, [tit up your voice, 
Rejoice ; again I ſay, Rejoice. 


Rejoice in glorious hope, 

Jeſus, the Judge ſhall come, 

And take his ſervants up 

To their. eternal home: 

e ſoon ſhall hear th' archangel's voice; 
ne trump of Go ſhall ſound, Rejoice, 


HY MN XIV. 


HEN all thy mercies, O my Gon, 


My riling ſoul ſurveys, 
ranſported with the view, I'm loſt 
In wonder, love and ptaiſe 


Thy 
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Thy providence my life ſuſtain'd, 
And all my wants redreſt, 

When in the ſilent womb I lay, 
And hung upon the breaſt. 


Unnumber'd comforts to my ſoul! 
Thy tender care beſtow'd, 

Before my infant heart conceiv'd 
From whom thole comforts flow'd. 


When in the ſlipp'ry paths of youth, 
With heedleſs ſteps I ran, 

Thine arm unſeen convey'd me ſafe, 
And led me on to man. 


When worn hy ſickneſs, oft haſt Tic: 
With wr renew d my face ; 

And when in ſins and ſorrows funk, 
Reviv'd my ſoul with grace. 

Thro' ev'ry period of my life 
Thy goodneſs I'll purſue ; 

And after death in diſtant worlds 
The glorious theme renew. 


Thro' all eternity to Thee 

A joytul ſong l'Il raiſe; 
And, oh ! eternity's too ſhort 

Jo utter all thy praiſe, 


HYMN XV. 


NW beg begin the heav'nly theme, 
Sing aloud in IEsu's Name; 

Ye who Jzsv's kindneſs prove, 

Triumph in redeeming love, 


HT MN 8. 


Ye who ſee the FaTHER's grace, 
Beaming in the SAVIOUR'S face, 
As to Canaan on ye move, 

Praiſe and bleſs redeeming love. 


Mourning ſouls, refrain from tears; 
Trembling hearts, repreſs your fears; 
See your guilt and curſe remove, 
Cancell'd by redeeming love. 


Ye, who long, too long have been 
Led by Satan, ſlaves of fin, 

Now from bliſs no longer rove ; 
Stop, and taſte redeeming love. 


Welcome, all by fin oppreſt, 
Welcome all to JeSUs CHRIST; 
Nothing brought Him from above, 
Nothing but redeeming love. 


He ſubdu'd th' infernal pow'rs, 

His inſulting foes ad ours; 

He them from their empire drove, 
Mighty in redeeming love, 

Hither then your muſic bring, 

Strike the lyre's harmonious flring z 
Men below, and hoſts above, 

Join to praiſe redeeming love. 


HYMN XVI, 


LED, what a country, waſte and wild, 
Is tHis our earth become, 
To ev'ry heav'n- inſtructed child, 
Who ſeeks his FarRHER's home! 
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And rav'ning wolves their nightly round 


tt T M- N. 8. 


Here thorns, as on a curſed ground, 
And pois nous thiſtles grow; 


With ſtep deſlruttive go. 


Here Satan prowls his winding way, 
And watches ev'ry hour, 

As lion greedy of his prey, 
Impatient to devour. 


Hath rais'd 


Yet here, W 


Lok, thy hard 
eav'nly road: 


Obedient to thy great command, 
We ſeek thy face, O Gop. 


But, oh! aſſiſt our feeble ſight, 


Our languid ſtrength renew ; 
O guide and guard us day and night, 
Until Thyſelf we view. 


There in eternal light to dwell, 
From fin and ſorrow free; 


There JESU, wond'rous Name! to tel! 


How much we owe to T hee. 


H YM N XVII. 


ORLD, me, thou real cheat, 


Oft have thy deceitful charms 


Fill'd my heart with fond conceit, 
Fooliſh hopes, and falſe alarms 

Now I ſee, as clear as day, 

How thy follies paſs away. 


Vain thy entertaining ſights, 
romiſes renew d; 


All the pomp of thy delights 


Falle thy P 


Does but latter and delude : 


HYMN $: 


Thee I quit for heav'n above, 
Object of the nobleſt love. 


Farewel, honor's empty pride, 
Thy own nice uncertain guſt, 
It the leaſt miſchance betide, 
Lays thee lower than the duſt ; 
Worldly honors end in ga 
Riſe to day, to-morrow fall. 


Fooliſh vanity—tfarewel— 
More inconſtant than the wave; 
Where thy ſoothing fancies dwell, 
Pureſt tempers they deprave : 
He, to whom I fly from thee, 
Tesus CHRIST ſhall ſet me tree. 


Let not, Lox p, my wand'ring mind 
Follow after fleeting toys, 

vince in Thee alone I find 
Solid and ſubſtantial joys 

Toys that never ene 

Thro' eternity ſhall laſt, 


Load, how happy is a heart, 


After Thee while it aſpires ! SI 


True and faithful as Thou art, 
Thou ſhalt anſwer it's deſires: 

It ſhall ſee the glorious ſcene 

Ot thine everlaſting reign. 


HY M N XVIII. 


* this world of ſin and ſorrow, 
Compaſls'd round with many a care, 

From eternity we borrow 

Hope, which may exclude deſpair ; 
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Thee, triumphant Go and SAVIOUR, 
Darkly thro' a glaſs we ſee; 


O aſſiſt each faint endeavour, 


Raiſe our earth-born ſouls to Thee. 


Place that awful ſcene before us : 
Of the laſt tremendous day, 

When to life Thou wilt reſtore us: 
Ling'ring ages, haſte away. 

'i hen this vile and ſinful nature 
Incorruption ſhall put on : 

Lite renewing, glorious SAVIOUR, 
Let thy gracious will be done. 


HYMN XIX. 


HOW fad our ſtate by nature is! 
Our fin how deep it ſtains! 
How Satan tries to keep our ſouls 
In everlaſting chains! 


But from the mouth of ſov'reign Grace 

ls gone th' almighty word, 

Which faith to pris'ners, © Come ye forth, 
& And tiuſt upon the LoR D.“ 


O may we hear the call divine, 
And run to this relief! 

We would believe thy promiſe, Lokp; 
O help our unbelief. 

To the bleſt fountain of thy blood 
Teach us, O Lokb, to fly; 

There may we waſh our filthy ſouls, 

And drink, and never die. 

Stretc 


here 
In t} 
Here tl 
Nor | 
Vhich 
The 
Now th. 
Ador 
right! 
And: 
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Stretch out thine arm, victorious KING, 
Our reigning fins ſubdue; | 

Drive the old dragon from his ſeat, 
With his infernal crew, 


| Poor, guilty, weak, and helpleſs worms, 
Into thine hands we fall; 

he, Thou, our ſtrength and righteouſneſs, 

Our Jesus, and our all, 


HYMN XX. 


FATHER, how wide thy glory ſhines ! 
How high thy wonders rile ! 
Known thro? the earth by thouſand ſigns, 


By thouſand thro' the ſkies. 


Thoſe mighty orbs proclaim thy pow'r, 
Their motions ſpeak thy {kill ; 

And on the wings of ev'ry hour 
We read thy patience fill 


But when we view thy great deſign, 
To fave rebellious worms; 

Were vengeance and compaſſion join 

In their divineſt forms! 

Here the whole DEirv is known: 

Nor dares a creature gueſs 

Yhich of the glories brighteſt ſhone, 
The juſtice, or the grace, 

Now the full glories of the LAB 
Adorn the heav'nly plains ; 

bright ſeraphs learn IMMANUEL's Name, 

And try their choiceſt ſtrains. 


O 3 O may 
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O may I bear ſome humble part 
In that immortal ſong; 

Wonder and joy ſhall tune my heart, 
And love command my tongue. 


HYMN XXI. 
OVE divine, all love excelling, 


Joy of heav'n, to earth come down, 


Fix in us thine humble dwelling, . 


All thy faithful mercies crown: 


Jxsu, Thou art all compaſſion, 
Pure, unbounded Love Thou art! 
Viſit us with thy ſalvation, 

Enter ev'ry trembling heart. 


Come, almighty to deliver; 
Let us all thy grace receive: 
Suddenly return, and never, 
Never more thy temples leave: 
Thee we would be always bleſſing, 


Serve Thee as thy hoſts above; 


A 


Pray, and praiſe Thee without ceaſing 


Glory in thy precious love. 


Finiſh then thy new creation; 

Pure, unſpotted, may we be; 

Let us ſee thy great ſalvation, 
Perfectly reſtor'd by Thee: 

Chang'd from glory into glory, 

Till in neav'n we take our place; 
Till we caſt our crowns before Thee, 
Loſt in wonder, love, and praiſe, 


HYMY 


Raiſe 


T. 


HYMN XXII. 


2 the heart where graces reign, 
Were love inſpires the breaſt; 
Love is the brighteſt of the train, 

And perfects all the reſt, 


Knowledge, alas ! 'tis all in vain, 
And all in vain our fear; 

Our ſtubborn fins will fight and reign, 
If love be abſent there, 


'Tis love that makes our willing feet 
In ſwift obedience move : 

The devils know, and tremble too 
But Satan cannot love. 


This is the grace that lives and ſings, 
When faith and hope ſhall ceaſe ; 
Tis this ſhall ſtrike our, joyful ftrings 

In the ſweet realms of bliſs, 


When join'd to that Harmonious throng 
That fills the choirs above, 

Then ſhall we tune our golden harps, 
And ev ry note be love. 


HYMN XXIII. 


COME, thou Fount of ev'ry bleſſing, 
Tune my heart to ſing thy grace; 

dreams of mercy, never ceaſing, 

Call for ſongs of loudeſt praiſe : 

me from thy heav'nly fulneſs, 

Brought by JEsus from above; 

kalſe me from my earthly dulneſs, 

Raiſe me to the mount of love. 


M 
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Here, upon the Rock of ages 

Fix'd, IEHOoVAk's face I view; 
Here, upon inſpired pages 

Feeding, I my ſtrength renew: 
Here I'll ting, how Jesvus ſought me 

Wand'ring from the fold of Gop ; 
Slave to fin, how JEsus bought me, 


O to grace how great a debtor 
Daily I'm conſtrain'd to be! 

Let that grace now, like a fetter, 
Bind my wang'ring heart to Thee: 

Prone to wander, LoR p, I feel it; 
Prone to leave the Gon 1 love 

Here's my heart, O t 
Seal it from thy courts above. 


CON of Gov, thy bleſſing grant, 
Still ſppply my ev'cy want; 
Tree of Life, thine influence ſhed, 

With thy ſap my ſpirit feed. 
Tend'reſt branch, alas! am I; 
Wither without Thee and die : 
Weak as helpleſs infancy ; 

O confirm my ſoul in Thee. 


Unſuſtain'd by Thee, I fall; 

Send the ſtrength for which I call. 
Weaker than a bruiſed reed, 

Help I ev'ry moment geed, 


Bought me with his precious blood, 


All | 
Love 
Give 
Tak. 


pL 


With 
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All my hopes on Thee depend; 


Love me, ſave me, to the end : 
Give me thy continuing grace; 
Take the everlaſting praiſe, 


HYMN XXV. 
pLUNG'D in a gulph of dark deſpaiz, 


We wretched ſinners lay, 
Without one cheerful beam of hope, 
Or ſpark of glimm'ring day. 


With pitying eyes the Prince of Peace 
Beheld our helpleſs grief ; 

He ſaw—and (O amazing love !) 

He came to our relief. 


Down from his glorious ſeat above 

On wings of wind he fled, 
Enter'd the grave in mortal fleſh, 
And dwelt among the dead ! 


) for this love let rocks and hills 
Their laſting ſilence break; 

and all harmonious human tongues 
The SAviouR's praiſes ſpeak. 


angels, aſſiſt our mighty joys, 

Strike all your harps of gold; 
ut when you raiſe your higheſt notes, 
His love can ne'er be told, 


HYMN 
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HYMN XXVI. 
R AISE your triumphant ſongs 


To an immortal tune ; 
Let the wide earth reſound the deeds 
Celeſtial grace hath done, 


terna 
Sing how eternal love I Is 
Its chief beloved choſe, hou « 
And bid Him raiſe our wretched race tevile 
From their abyſs of woes. ab 
u 
His hand no thunder bears; died 
No terror clouds his brow ; t all 
No bolts to drive our guilty ſouls hat nc 
To hercer flames below; 
"I 'was mercy fill'd the throne, 
And wrath ſtood ſilent by, ALV. 
When CHRIST was ſent with pardons down, Wh} 
To rebels doom'd to die. lov're; 
Now, finners, dry your tears; Fee 
Let hopeleſs iorrows ceaſe ; vation 
Bow to the ſceptre of his love, The { 
And take the offer'd peace. nile a! 
Ma 0 Conſpi 
y we obey the call, 
And lay a humble claim lation 
To the ſalvation He hath brought, To Th 
And love and praiſe his Name, vation 
And dy 


HY! 
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3 F Him who did ſalvation bring, 
LorD, may I ever think and ſing ! 
riſe, ye guilty, He'll forgive; 

iſe, ye needy, He'll relieve, 


ternal Lox p, almighty KI, 

|| heav'n doth with thy triumphs ring; 
hou conquer'ſt all, beneath, above, 
evils with force, and men with love. 


ge our fins CHRIST ſhed his blood 


0 pur 
: died to bring us near to God | 

wall the world fall down, and know, 

at none but Gop ſuch love could ſhow. 


HYMN XXVIII. 


ALVATION ! O the joyful ſound! 
vn, What pleaſure to our ears! 

lov'reign balm for ev'ry wound, 

A cordial for our fears! 


ration] let the echo fly 

The ſpacious earth around; 
ile all the armies of the {k 
Conſpire to raiſe the ſound, 


vation ! O thou bleeding Lams, 
To Thee the praiſe belongs ; 
tation ſhall inſpire our hearts, 
and dwell upon our tongues, 
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HYMN XXIX, * 
| A 
THOU dear REDEEMER, dying Lamp! Cov 
We love to hear of Thee; Wit 
No muſic like thy charming Name, The 
Nor half ſo ſweet can be: Moi 
O let us ever hear thy voice, Rail 
In mercy to us ſpeak ; Heal 
Let us in Thee our Prieſt rejoice, Jul 
Thou great MELCHISEDEC. 12 
Our Jesvs ſhall be ſtyl our theme, Vile 
While in this world we ftay; Tho 
We'll fing our JEsv's holy Name Plent 
When all things elſe decay : Grac 
When we appear in yonder cloud, Let t 
With all his favor'd throng, Make 
Then will we ſing more ſweet, more loud, Thou 
And CHRIS ſhall be our ſong. Freel 
HYMN XXX, * 
ESU, lover of my ſoul, 
J Let me to thy boſom fly, 
While the nearer waters roll, | | 
While the tempeſt {till is high: 2 
Hide me, O my SAvIiOUR, hide, 
Till the ſtorm of life is paſt; | When 
Safe into the haven guide; And 
O receive my ſoul at laſt, Strong 
Other refuge have I none; Eb 
Hangs my helpleſs ſoul on Thee; oc 


Leave, ah] leave me not alone, 
Still ſupport and comfort me: 


HYMNS, 
an my truſt on Thee-is ſtay'd, 
All mine help from Thee I bring 
Cover my defenceleſs head 
With the ſhadow of thy wing. 


Thou, OCS, art all I want, 
More than all in Thee I find; 
Raiſe the fallen, cheer the faint, 
Heal the ſick, and lead the blind. 
Juſt and Holy is thy Name; 

| am all unrighteouſneſs; 

Vile and full of fin Iam; 

Thou art full of truth and grace. 


Plenteous grace with Thee is found, 
Grace to pardon all my ſin; 

Let the healing ſtreams abound; 
Make and keep me pure within: 
Thou of life the Fountain art, 

Freely let me take of Thee; 

dpring Thou up within my heart, 
Kiſc co all eternity. 


* 


HYMN XXXI. 


pow empty was our former boaſt, 
Our fooliſhneſs of pride, 

| When in ourſelves we put our truſt, 

And on our works rely'd |! 


Strong in the freedom of our will, 
Firm in our nature's pow'rs, 

We thought to gain the heav'nly hill, 

And ſeize the crown as ours. 
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Our good deſires, our hearts ſincere, | 

Our beſt endeavours, ſtood To, 
T' atone for our tranſgreſſions here, 
In place of Jesvu's blood ! 


Alas for us! we knew not then 
Nor fin, nor righteouſnels ; 

Nor what it coft, the fouls of men 
From bondage to releaſe, 


Now we adore the FaTHER's love, 


His only Son which gave; _ And 
And taught by grace, we live to prove, 74 
That grace alone can ſave. Möge 
We own that Jxsus bore our curſe {F 


Himſelf upon the tree: 
O in our hearts this truth rehearſe, 
That we may live to 1 hee. 


HY MN XXXII. 


* HEN riſing from the bed of death, 
O'erwhelm'd with guilt and {cars 
I ſee my Maker, face to face; 


O how thall 1 appear ! 


If yet, while pardon may be found, 
And mercy may be fought, 

My heart with inward horror ſhrinks, 
And trembles at the thought; 

When Thou, O Lok, ſhalt ſtand diſclos'd 
In majeſty ſevete, 

And fit in judgment ON 47 ſou], 
O how ſhall | appear! 
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HY MNS. 
But Thou haſt told the troubled ſoul, 


Who does her fins lament, 
Of One, who ſuffer'd unto death, 
Her ſuff' rings to prevent. 


Then ſee the forrows of my heart, 


And ſend me ſpeedy aid; 


Anu hear my SAVIOUR'S dying groans, 
Theſe, theſe are all I plead. 


And never ſhall my foul. deſpair 
Her pardon to procure, 

Who knows thy only Sod has dy'd 
To make her pardon ſure. 


HYMN XXXIII. 
5 EAOVAH-TESUS ! glorious Name! 


Name pregnant with delight! 
It ſcatters round a cheerful beam, 


To gild the darkeſt night. 


What tho' our mortal comforts die, 
And droop lire with'ring flow'rs? 
Nor time nor death can break that tie, 

Which makes JEHovaAn ours. 


What tho” our faith be try'd and toſt, 
Tho? changeable our frame? 

Jr Ho VAR Jesvs is our boaſt, 
And Jesvus is the fame, 


Great Gop, the cov'nant of thy love 


Abides for ever ſure ; 
And in its matchleſs grace we prove 


Our happineſs ſecure. 
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HYMN XXXIV. 


O Happy ſouls, that live on high, 

While men lie grov'ling here! 

Their hopes are fix'd'above the ſky, 
And faith forbids their fear, 


Their conſcience knows no ſecret ſtings, 
While grace aud peace combine : 

To form a life, whoſe holy {ſprings 
Are hidden and divine, 


Their pleaſures riſe from things unſeen, 
Beyond this world and time; 

Where neither eyes nor ears have been, 
Nor thoughts of mortals climb., 


They want nor pomp nor royal inks 
To raiſe their honours here ; 
Content to live and die unknown, 
Till CurIsT their life appear. 


They look to heav'n's eternal height, 
And haſten to the day, 

When Jesvus to their raviſh'd ſight 
His glory ſhall diſplay. 


HY M N- XXXV. 


HAT ſhall the dying ſinner do, 

T hat ſeeks relief for al} is woe ? 
W ſhall the guilty conſcience find 
Ealc for the torment of the mind? 


* 


HYMN S. -. 


How ſhall we get our crimes forgiv'n, 
Or form our natures fit for heav'n ? 


Can ſouls all o'er defil d with fin, 
Make their own pow'rs and paſſions clean ? 


In vain we ſearch, in vain we try, 

Tilt Jesvs brings his Goſpel nigh : 
"Tis there we feel th' Almighty Breath, 
By which we paſs to life from death. 


'Tis there that God puts forth his pow'r, 
To fave us in the evil hour; 

We read the Grace, we truſt the word, 
And find ſalvation in the LorD. 


Let worldly wiſdom dig the mines, 
Where nature's golden treaſure ſhines ; 
Brought near the doctrine of the Croſs, 
All nature's gold appears but drofs. 


Should vile blaſphemers with diſdain 
Ponounce the truths of Jesvus vain, 
Wa'l! meet the ſcandal and the ſhame, 
And ling and triumph in his Name. 


HY MM XXXVI. 


pow beauteous ate their feet, 

Who ſtand on Sion's hill ? 

Who bring ſalvation on their tongues, 
And words of peace reveal! 


How charming is their voice, 
How glad their tidings are | 
don, behold thy Saviour KING! 

He reigns and triumphs here, 
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How happy are our eyes, 
That ſee this heav'nly light! 
Prophets and kings deſir'd it long, 

But died without the ſight. 


How happy are our ears 

That hear this joyful ſound! 
Which kings and prophets waited for, 
And ſought, but never found. 


The watchmen join their voice, 
And ſweeteſt notes employ ; 
Jeruſalem breaks forth in ſongs, 
And deſarts learn the joy. 

The Log p makes bare his arm 
Wide through the earth abroad; 
Let ev'ry nation now bchold 
Their SAvIouR and their GoD. 


HY MN XXXVII. 
[DEAD be my heart to all below, 


To mortal joys and mortal cares; 
To ſenſual bliſs, that cbarms us ſo, 
Be dark my eyes, be deaf my ears. 

ere I renounce my carnal taſte 

Of the fair fruits that ſinners prize 
Their paradiſe ſhall never waite 

One thought of mine, but to deſpiſe, 


All earthly joys are overweigh'd 
With mountains of vexatious care; 
And where's the ſweet that is not laid 
A bait to ſome deſtructive ſnare ? 
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Re gone for ever, mortal things; 

Thou mighty molehill, earth, farewel ! 
Angels alpire on lofty wings, | 
and leave the globe for ants to dwell. 


Come, Heav'n, and fill my vaſt defires ; 

My ſoul purſues the ſov'reign Good; 

She was all made of heav'nly fires, 0 
Nor can ſhe live on meaner food. 


HYMN XXXVIII. 
WHAT tho* my frail eyelids refuſe 


Continual watchings to keep, 
And punctual as midnight renews, 
Demand the refreſhment of ſleep; 
A ſov'reign Protector 1 have, 
Unſeen, yet for ever at hand ; 
Unchangeably faithful to ſave, 
Almighty to rule and command. 


From evil ſecure, and its dread, 

I reft, if my SAvI OR is nigh ; 

And ſongs his kind preſence indeed 
Shall in the night ſeaſon ſupply : 

He ſmiles, and my comforts abound ; 
His grace as the dew ſhall deſcend ; 
And walls of ſalvation ſurround 


The ſoul He delights to defend, 


Kind Author and Ground of my hope, 
Thee, Thee for my Gop I avow ; 
My glad Ebenezer ſet up, 
And own Thou haſt help'd me till now: 
I muſe 
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I muſe on the years that are paſt, 
Wherein my Defence Thou haſt proy'd ; 
Nor wilt Thou relinquiſh at laſt 

A ſinner ſo fignally lov'd. 


Inſpirer and Hearer of prayer, 

Thou Feeder and Guardian of thine, 
My all to thy covenant care 

I ſleeping and waking reſign : 

If thou art my Shield and my Sun, 
The night is no darkneſs to me; 
And, faſt as the moments roll on, 
They bring me but nearer to Thee, 


Thy miniſt'ring ſpirits deſcend, 

To watch, while thy faints are aflcep ; 
By day and by night they attend, 

The heirs of ſalvation to keep: 

Bright ſeraphs, diſpatch'd from the throne, 
Repair to their ſtations aſſign'd, 


And angels ele& are ſent down 


To guard the elect of mankind. 


Thy worſhip no interval knows, 
Their fervor is ſtill on the wing, 


And while they protect my repoſe, 


They chaunt to thc praiſe of my King: 
I too, at the ſeaſon ordain'd, 

Their chorus for ever ſhall join, 

And love and adore without end 

Their faithful Creator and mine. 
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HYMN Ss. 
HYMN XXXIX. 
Jai. xlix. 15. 


\ 7 HEN hanging on the mother's breaft, 


The infant weary ſeeks its reſt, 
Or hungry claims its food ; 
Can ſhe, whom nature prompts to love, 
Forgetful of her ſuckling prove, 


And not ſupply her brood ? 


F:2il nature may her charge decline; 
put everlaſting love is mine, 
Saith GoD, who cannot lye; 
tor ever graven on my hands, 
My church in full acceptance ſtands, 
And grows beneath mine eye. | 


Myſelf will build and guard her walls, 
Myſelf attend to all her calls, 
And all her cares remove; 
To her the hearts of kings I'll turn, 
And cauſe the breaſts of queens to burn 
With all a mother's love. 


Know then, that I, Jeyovan, claim 
The fov'reign glory of my Name, 

And guard my firm decree ; 
Nor end nor change my mercies know, 
In one perpetual ſtream they flow 

To them who wait for me, 
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166 HYMNS. 
HYMN XL. 


Hex oft have ſin and Satan ſtrove 

To rend my ſoul from Thee, my God? Let 
But everlaſting is thy love, 0 A. 

And jesvus ſeals it with his blood. * 


The oath and promiſe of the Lokp, 


Toin to confirm the wond'rous grace ; . 
Eternal pow'r performs the word, Of e 
And fills all heav'n with endleſs praiſe, Ar 


Amidſt temptations ſharp and long, 
My. foul to this ſame Refuge flies; 
Hope is my anchor firm and ſtrong, 
While tempeſts blow and billows riſe, 


The Goſpel bears my ſpirits up; vl 
A faithful and unchanging Gp W 
Lays the foundation for my hope Fort 
In oaths, and promiles, and blood, de! 
Wort 

HYMN XII. 5 10 

| All ri. 
COVE, let us join our cheerful ſongs Yet | 
With angels round the throne ; To H 

Ten thoufand thouſand are their tongues, Who 
But all their joys are one, Honor 


cc Worthy the Laws that died,” they crys Insten 


& To be exalted thus.” While 
« Worthy the Laws,” our lips reply, A golc 
For He was flain for us.” 
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Jesvs is worthy to receive 
Honor and pow'r divine, 

And bleflings more than we can give, 
Be, Lord, for ever thine. 


Let all that dwell above the ſky, - 
And air, and earth, and ſeas, 


| Conſpire to lift thy glories high, 


And ſpeak thine endleſs praiſe, 


The whole creation join in one 
To blefs the ſacred Name 

Of Gop, who fits upon the throne, 
And his co equal Lams. 


HY MN XLIL 


WHAT eq equal honors ſhall] we bring 
To Thee, O LoxD our Gop, the Laus, 


When all the notes that anzels ſfiog, 
Are far inferior to thy Nam ie ? 


Worthy is He that once was ſlain, 

The Prince of Peace that groan'd and died, 
Worthy to riſe and live and reign 

At his Almighty Father's fide. 


All riches are his native right, 

Yet He ſuſtain'd amazing Joſs ; ; 

To Him aſcribe eternal might, 
Who left his weakneſs on the crols, 


Honor immortal ſhall be paid, 

Inſtead of ſcandal, ſhame, and ſcorn ; 
While glory ſhines around his head, 
A golden crown without a thorn. 


Bleſtings 
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168 HYMN 8. 


Bleſſings for ever on the Laws, 

Who bore the curſe for wretched men; 
Let angels found his ſacred Name, 

And ev'ry creature ſay Amen. 


? HYM N XLIII. 
NO more, my Gop, I boaſt no mote 
Of all bÞ duties I have done; 
I quit the hopes 1 held before, 
To truſt the merits of thy Son. 


A» 


Now for the love I bear his Name, 
What was my gain I count my loſs ; 
My former pride I call my ſhame, 
And nail my glory to his croſs. 


Yea, doubtleſs, and I muſt efteem 
All things but loſs for Jesv's ſake 
O may my foul be found in ie, 


And of his righteouſneſs partake ! Men 
The beſt obedience of my hands . 
Dares not appear before thy throne; His he 
But faith can anſwer thy demands, His 
By pleading what my Lokp hath done. Touch 
He | 
| or 
LBE. we confeſs our num'rous faults, He int 
How great our ſins have been; | Pour 
Fooliſh and vain were all our thoughts, And in 
And all our lives were ſin. Wha 


But, O my foul, for ever praiſe, 


For ever love his Name, 
Who turns thy feet from dang'rous ways 
Of jolly, ſin, and ſhame : 
Who ſaves us, not for righteouſneſs, 
Nor works which we have done, 
But by his own almighty grace, 
Abounding thro' his Sor. 


Grace, which in copious ſtreams is ſhed 
To purify the foul, 

To waſh the feet, the hands, the head, 
And make intirely whole. 

do chang'd from guilty to be juſt, 
We walk the heav'nly road, 

In hope to leave our ſin and duſt, 
And ſee the face of Gop. 


HYMN LXV. 


WITH joy we meditate the grace 
Of our High Prieſt above; 
His heart is made of tenderneſs, 
His bowels melt with love. 
Touch'd with a ſympathy within, 
He knows our feeble frame; 


He knows what ſore temptations mean, 
For He hath. felt the ſame. 


He in the days of feeble fleſh 
Pour'd out his cries and tears, 

And in his meaſure feels afreſh 
What ev'ry member bears. 
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And brings immortal bleſſings down, 
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He will not quench the ſmoaking flax, 
But raiſe it to a flame; 
The bruiſed reed He never breaks, 


Nor ſcorns the meaneſt name. 


A 

Then let our humble ſouls addreſs F 
His mercy and his pow'r ; - Bre; 
We ſhall obtain deliv'ring grace A 
In the diſtreſſing hour, K e 
B. 
HYMN XLVI. 7 
| 
New to the pow'r of Go ſupreme It ſee 
Be everlaſting honors giv'n; Ot 
He ſaves from hell, (we blefs his Name) From 
He calls loſt wand'ring ſouls to heav'n. At 
Not for our duties or deſerts, The [ 
But of his own abounding grace, | En; 
He works ſalvation in our hearts, | | Brouy 
And forms a people for his praiſe. By 
*F was his own purpoſe that begun ith 
To reſcue rebels doom'd to die; Dr : 
He gaye us grace in CHRIST his Son, | Un: 


Before He ſpread the ſtarry ſky. 


Jes us, the Loxp, appears at laſt, 

And makes the FATHER's counſels known; 

Declares the great tranſactions paſt, Er 

T 

Deſcen 
And 


HY M! 


HYMNY. 


HY MN XLVII. 


FAITH is the brighteſt evidence 
Of things beyond our ſight, 


Breaks thro the clouds of fleſh and ſenſe, 


And lives in heav'nly light. 


It ſets times paſt in preſent view; 
Brings diſtant proſpetts home; 

On wonders old it lives anew, 
And feeds on thoſe to come. 


t ſees the earth, it ſees the ſkies, 
Obedient to their LoRD, 

From nothing into being riſe, 
At his creative word. 


The holy line, in ſacred page 
Enroll'd, and one by one 

Brought unto GoD in ev'ry age, 
By taith have kept their crown. 


And Jo! within th' eternal gates, 
Where led their deathleſs way, 
For us the church imperfect waits, 

Uutil the perfect day. 


HYMN XLVIII. 
THE riches of thy glory, Lok p, 
O 


grant our ſouls to know; 
Deſcend, according to thy word, 
And dwell with us below. 
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172 _HYM N s. 
Thy Sy1R1T ſend, and furniſh ſtrength 


Unto the inner man, 
The depth and height, and breadth and length, 
Of thy vaſt love to ſcan. 


Love paſſing knowledge! paſling praiſe! 
O root and ground us here 

And on this ſure foundation raiſe 
A life of faith and pray' r. 


All. all our ſouls poſſeſs with Jop; 
With all his fulneſs fill ; 

And fit us for thy bleſt abode, 
For Sion's holy kill. 

Now to the Gop, whoſe pow'r nor thought 
Can reach, nor prayer define, 

His glories in the church be brought 
Thro' CurisT, in whom they ſhine, 


HYMN XLIX. 


| LRP; give me richly to enjoy 

Thoſe bleſſings which can never cloy, 
But ſweetly fill the heav'n-born foul, 
Diffuling peace thoughout the whole. 


O may a ſenſe of pardon reſt, 

Engraven deeply: on my breaſt, 

By that Eternal Seir1T's aid, 

Thro' whom the off ring once was made. 


Place me, LoRD, on Caluary* s brow; 
There teach my cold dead heart to glow ; 
And, where thy preſence it may find, 

The victim to thy altar bind. 


And 


And 


HFT MNS. 


And while this wilderneſs I paſs, 
Exhibit in the faithful glaſs 
Thy glory, as my feeble ſight 
Can bear the unapproached light. 


My years declining to their end, 
Let me to Piſgah's top aſcend, 
And there, with Moſes, take my ſtand, 
To view by faith the promis'd land. 
When I arrive at Jordan's ſea, 

Still Thou my kind Conductor be; 
Thy rod and ftdfi its waves control, 
And all death's dreary way conſole. 


Till rais'd to that exalted height, 
Where JEsUs with eternal light 
Encircled reigns, I live to ſing 

The praiſes ot my Gop and Kixc, 


HYMN I. 


PRING to the Lord your nobleſt lays; 


He rear'd this univerſal frame : 
from north to ſouth reſound his praiſe, 
from eaſt to weſt repeat his Name, 


He form'd the ſea, He form'd the earth, 
And rais'd the firmament on high; 
To ſun and moon He gave their birth, 
And wrought and nam'd the ſtarry ſky. 


Lo! on his throne ſupreme and ſole 
He ſits, and looks upon the ſpheres ; 
As He ordains, the orbits roll; 

As He appoints, revolve the years. 
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And ſo this vaſt machine ſhall move, 
Till He its pow'rs and courſe reſtrain; 
When, lo! high ſounding from above, 
He ſpeaks it into nought again. 


| Yet when his voice ſhall raiſe the dead, 
And fire diſſolve this earthly ball, 
Rejoice each faint, and lift thine head, 
Tis your REDEEMER s promis'd call. 


HYMN LL 


For a heart and mouth to praiſe 
JEeHovan's only equal doN ! 
Awake our paltry, harp, and lays, 
To tell the wonders He hath done. 
Sing, how He left his glorious height, 
His unapproached light above ; 
How ſ{witt and joyful was his flight 
On wings of everlaſting love! 
Sing, how to this defiled earth 
He came, to raiſe our nature high ; 
How to appeaſe almighty wrath, 
JEs us, the Gop, was born to die! 


Hell and its lions roar'd around, 
His precious blood they fiercely ſpilt ; 
His foul was bow'd unto the ground, 
Bearing the weight of all our guilt. 


Finiſh'd his work, reſign'd his breath, 
Seal'd in the grave his body lay, 
Till, lo! He burſt the bars of death, 
And role to everlaſting day, 
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HYMN $ 
Exalt your heads, ye ſons of light, 


Exalt your hearts to grace's throne, 
Where Jesus wing'd his heav'nly flight, 
Where JEsUs lives and reigns alone. 


HYMN LIL. 
RIGHT King of glory, dreadful GoDp, 


Our {pirits bow before thy ſeat ; 
We wait thine all commanding nod, 
And worſhip proſtrate at thy feet. 
Thy pow'r hath form'd, thy wiſdom ſways 
all nature with a ſov'reign word; 
And the bright world of ſtars obeys 
The will of their ſuperior LoR Ds 


Mercy and truth unite in one, 

Aid Imiling lit at thy right hand; 

Eternal juſtice guards thy throne, 

And vengeance waits thy dread command. 


Ten thouſand thouſand ſaints in light 
dtand round the glorious DEITY : 
But who, in moſt exalted height, 
Pretends compariſon with Thee ? 


Yet there is One in human frame, 
JtsUs, array'd in fleſh and blood, 

Ihinks it no robbery to claim 
A full equality with Gob | 


Their glory ſhines with equal beams, 
Their eſſence is for ever one ; 

Tho' they are known by diff 'rent names 
The Father Cob, and God the Son. 


Then 
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Then let the Name of CHRIST our King 


With higheſt honors be ador'd ; 
His praife let ev'ry angel ſing, 
And all the nations own the LorD, 


HY M N LI. 
TP HEE we adore, Eternal Name, | 


And own with humble pray'r, 
How feeble is our mortal frame, 
WF dying worms we are. 


Our waſting lives grow ſhorter ſtill, 
As days and hours increaſe ; 

And ev'ry beating pulſe we tell, 
Leaves but the number leſs, 


Before us, lo! the op'ning grave; 
Behind how ſhort a ſpan! 

How ſoon—and He, who came to ſave, 
Appears the Judge of man. 


Nearer to endleſs joy or woe 
We're brought by ev Ty breath, 


And yet how unconcern'd we go 


pon the brink of death! 


Waken, O LORD, our drowſy ſenſe, 
To walk this dang rous road; 
And if our ſouls are hurried hence, 


May they be found with Gop. 
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HY MNS. 
HYMN LIV. 
TIERE is a land of pure delight, 


Where ſaints immortal reign; 
Infinite day excludes the night, 
And pleaſures baniſh pain. 


There everlaſting ſpring abides, 
And never with'ring flow'rs : 

Death, like a narrow * divides 

This heav'nly land fro: ours. 


But tim'rous mortals ſtart and ſhrink 
To croſs this narrow fea, 

And linger, ſhiv'ring on the brink, 
And fear to launch away. 


0 raiſe us, Lok d, where Moſes ſtood 
The promis'd land to ſee ; 


Nor Jordan's ſtreams, nor death's cold flood 


Shall Keep our Fearts from Thee, 


HYMN LV. 


And triumph in my Gop ; 
Awake, my voice, and loud proclaim 
His glorious grace abroad. 


He rais'd me from the depths of ſin, 
And from the gates of hell; 
le fx'd my ſtanding more ſecure 
Than 'twas betore I fell. 


ARISE, my ſoul, my joyful pow'rs, 


177 


The 


0 — 1 N 
1 „ * RY 4 3 W - 4 . "4 * 6 - * — n 
bad - 4 ＋ — 2 * Py * — 2 — 
— rr —_— . EA — — 8 222 — . —_ 
n . 
— r * —B ww 4 ms _—_ "- : — p Ho . - > . YL =P - 
« 4 — 2 +. 5 * py x —_—— — by G 7 4 9 D 
* 423 CET * in — 4 2 1 N - ka K S 4 r. - 42 C « 


bd 22 
2 —— — 2 2 
TY mY 


5 oaths — —— ꝑ— 5 " 8 * 


DD 


* n - 


« Pp bs "Y \ l J 0 AV 4 ww & * 
— E Xen * * — = 1 | OR by 9 4 * 
E | "LD Ok. OT ION TO no UE. n . K 
. E" — 5 - r * * . 2 - — => * ee DP. ** _ 22 2 * 
os a * * — ” — L. I 5 


n 
n 


. 


D, 
F 
* = 
— 8 + « 
5 _ N 9 


n 


178 HY MNS. 


The arms of everlaſting love 
Beneath my ſoul He lay; 
He ſet my feet upon the Rock, 

And there diſpos'd my way. 


A city ſtrong is founded there, 
And wel! Tupply d with grace; 

Salvation its appointed walls, 
Its gates Jehovah's praiſe. 


Let rains deſcend, or floods ariſe, 
Or winds 1mpetuous roar; . 
Omnipotence there guards my life, 

And ſtills their raging pow. 


Awake my glory, lute and harp; 
Awake, myſelf, and ſing, 
Loud Hallelajahs, to addreſs 
My SAVIOUR and my KING. 


HYMN LVI. 


Cl all harmonious tongues, 45 


Your nobleſt muſic bring; 
'Tis CHRIST the everlaſting God, 
And ChRIST the Man we ling. 


Tell how he took our fleſh, 

And with it all its load ; 

Tell how He pour'd his ſoul to death, 
That we might live to Gov, 


Alas ! what waves of grief 

Did o'er his boſom roll ! 
What tempeſts of almighty wrath 

Were pour'd into his ſoul ! 
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Whilſt the all- precious blood 


Ran from his pierced ſide, 
Till. finiſh'd all his FATHER's work, 
He bow'd his head and died. 


But lo! He leaves the grave ; 
He lives no more to che ; | 

In heav'n of heav'ns, at God's right hand, 
He fits exalted high. 


There his full glories ſhine 

With uncreated rays, 

W The glories, which ſhall bleſs his church 
To everlaſting days. 


HYMN LVIL 


FARE, from the ſhades of night beneath ! 
There fallen angels ſtray, 
Reſerv'd in everlaſting chains SY 
To the great judgment day. 


And lo! from th” height of earthly bliſs 
Rebellious man is hurl'd: : 

but JESUs ſtoops beneath the grave, 
To raiſe our ſinking world. 


O love of infinite degree! 
Unmeaſurable grace ! 

Muſt Heav'n's eternal Sox be ſlain, 
To fave a ſinful race! 


Muſt angels under darkneſs lie, 
And burn in quenchleſs fire, | 
While Gop * . his glorious throne, 
To raiſe the manhood high'r 
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His work to the obedient Sox 
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O for this love let earth and heav'n 
With Hallelujabs ring, 
And the full choir of human tongues 
All Hallelujah fing ! L A 


HY MN LVIII. 


80 Gop hath loy'd a wretched world, 
A world of dying men, 
So, that He gave his only Son 
To give them life again ! 


Him does the word of Gop uphold 

To each believing eye, | 

And gives them, thro” his precious Name, 
To hve and never die. I 


No fiery law did I Es us bear, 
No angry FATHER's rod ; 

No ftern commiſſion to perform 
The vengeance of his Gop. 


The loving FATHER gave, 
Not to condemn a wretched world, 


But (O what love!) to ſave. 


O for the SP1R1T to incline 
Our hearts to take the grace, 
And give to FATHER, and to SoN, 
And SPIRIT, equal praiſe ! 


H YM! 
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HYMN LIX. 


[ADEN with guilt, and full of fears, 
I fly to Thee, my Lorp; 

And-not a glimpfe of hope appears, 
But in thy written word, 


The volume of my FATHER's grace 

Does all my grief «fluage ; . 
Here I behold my SAv1ouR's face, 

It ſhines in ev'ry page. 


Here is the field, where hidden lies 
The pearl of price unknown; 

That merchant is divin«ly wiſe 
Who makes that pearl his owns 


Here lows the water to relieve 
My thirſt, and cleanfe my fin; 
Here grows the Tree of Life, to give 
Me health and ſtrength within. 


This is the judge, that ends the ſtrife, 
Where wit and reaſon fail; 

My guide to everlaſting life 
Thro' all this gloomy vale, 


O may thy counſels, mighty Gopz 
My roving feet command, 

And keep mne in the happy road 

Which leads to thy right hand. 


R HYMN 
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HYMN LX. 


HRK | how the hoſts of heaven cry, 


When jtsvus is in Bethl'hem ſeen, 
«© Glory to Gos in th' higheſt high, 
And peace on earth, and love to men. 


What if we trace the globe around, 
From north to ſouth, from eaft to wah; 
None but the Chriſtian ſcheme is found, 
Where God is juſt, and man is bleſt, 


In vain the trembling conſcience ſeeks 
Some ſolid ground to reſt upon; 
With long deſpair the ſpirit breaks, 
Till we apply to CHRIST alone. 


How wonderful thy truth, O Lok p, 
How wiſe and holy thy command 
How ſure thy promiſes and word | 

How firm our hope and comfort Rand ! 


Not the feign'd fields of heati'niſh bliſs 
Could raiſe ſuch pleaſure in the foul ; 
Nor dares the "Turkiſh paradiſe 
Pretend to joy of glory full.* 


Should all the forms, which men deviſe, 
Aſlault my faith with all their art, 

I'd call them vanity and lies, 

And bind the Goſpel to my heart, 
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HYMN LXI. 


ESUS, our Prophet, Prieſt, and King, 
| We bleſs thy precious Name; | 
Thy great ſalvation we would ſing, 

And ſpread abroad thy fame, 


We hail Thee, Prophet of the Lokn, 
That comes with truth and grace; 

0 let thy SPIRIT and thy word 
Teach us in all thy ways. 


We hail Thee, our High Prieſt above, 
Who once hath ſhed his blood ; 

And lives to carry on his love, 
By pleading with our Gop. 


We hail Thee, our exalted King, 
And wait for thy commands; 

To Thee our ranſom'd ſouls we bring, 
O keep them in thy hands, 


Hoſanna to thy glorious Name, 
To thy all ſaving grace; 

O vive us faith, and urge thy claim 
To our immortal praiſe, 


HYMN LXII. 


(VE me the wings of faith to riſe 
Within the vail. and fee 

The ſaints above, how great their joys, 

How bright their glories be, 
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Once they were mourning here below, 


And wet their couch with tears; 
They wreſtled once. as we do now, 
With {tns, and doubts, and fears. 
T aſk them whence their vict'ry came; 
They with united breath, 


Aſcribe their conqueſts to the Lams, 


Their triumph to his death, 


They mark'd the footſteps which He trod; 


4 


His love inſpir'd their breaſt; 
And following th' iacarnate Gon, 
They enter'd into reft, 


Our glorious Leader let us bleſs 
For his own pattern giv'n, 

And for the cloud of witneſles, 
Which ſhew the way to heav'n. 


HYMN LXIII. 


WIEN I furvey the wond'rous croſs, 


On which the Lox! of glory died, 
My richeſt gain 1 count but loſs, 
And pour contempt on all my pride, 
Forb:d it, LoR':, that I ſhould boaſt, 


Save in the croſs of CHRIS my Gov ; ; 
All the vain things that charm me moſt, 


I ſacrifice them to his blood, 

See from his head, his hands, his feet, 
Sorrow and love flow mingling down | 
Did e'er ſuch love and ſorrow meet, 
Or thorns compoſe ſo rich a crown ? 
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Were the whole realm of nature mine, 
That were a preſent far too ſmall; 
Love, ſo amazing, ſo divine, 

Demands my ſoul, my life, my all. 


HY M N LXIV, 


QEE how created nature ſtands 
Obedient to its Maker's nod, 

And in the wonders of his hands, 

Holds ferth to all the praiſe of Gor, 


But in the grace, which ſaveth men, 
Tr HovAH's glory chiefly ſhines, 
Eneraven by JEHOVAH's pen 

In precious blood and ſtrongeſt lines. 


Here I am taught to read his heart, 
Where grace and vengeance ſtrangely join; 
Piercing his SON with ſharpeſt ſmart, 

To make the purchas'd pleaſures mine, 


O the ſweet wonders of that croſs, 

Where Gop the SAviouRk loy'd and died! 
Eternal life my ſpirit draws 

From his dear wounds and bleeding fide, 


| would for ever ſpeak his Name, 

in ſounds to mortal ears unknown, 
With angels join to praiſe the LAus, 
And worſhip at his FaTHER's throne. 
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HY MN LXV. 


With all thy quick'ning pow'rs, 
Kindle a flame of ſacred love 
In theſe cold hearts of ours. 


Look, how we grovel here below, 
Fond of theſe earthly toys; 

Our ſouis how heavily they go 
To reach eternal joys | 


In vain we tune our formal ſongs, 

| In vain we ſtrive to riſe ; 

| Hoſannas languiſh on our tongues, 
And our devotion dies. 


And ſhall we, Lox, for ever live 
At this poc or dying rate; 

Our love ſo wink, ſo cold to T hee, 
And thine to us ſo great! 


Come, Horx Spirit, heav'nly Dove, 
With all thy quick'ning pow'ts ; 
Come, ſhed abroad a SAVIiouR's love, 

And that ſhall kindle ours. 


HYMN LXVI, 


Sun of Righteouſneſs, ariſe 
With healing in thy wings; 
To my difeas'd, my fainting ſoul, 
Thy light alvation brings, 


COME, Holy Feiner heav 'nly Dove, 
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HYM N S. 
The clouds of pride and fin diſpel, 


By thine all-ptercing beam; 
Lizhten mine eyes with faith, my heart 
With holy hope inflame. 


My mind, by thine all-quick'ning pow'r, 
From low deſires ſet free 

Unite my ſcatter'd thoughts, and fix 
My love intire on Thee. 


FATHER, thy long-loſt ſon receive; 
SAVIOUR, thy purchaſe own ; 

pleſt COMFORTER, with peace and joy 
The new- made creature crown, 


HYMN LXVII. 
R EJOICE evermore 


With angels above 
In JEsus's pow'r, 
In Jusus's love; 
With glad exultation 
Your triumph proclaim, 
Aleribing ſalvation 
To Gop and the LamB, 


Thou, Loo, our relief 

In trouble haſt been; 

Haſt fav'd us from grief, 

Haſt kept us from ſin; 
The pow'r of thy SPIRIT 

Hath ſet our hearts free, 
And now we inherit 


All fulneſs in Thee. 
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All fulneſs of peace, 
All fulneſs of joy, 
And ſpirit'al bliſs, 
That never ſhall cloy : 
To us it is given 
In JEsus to know 
A kingdom of heaven, 
An heaven below, 


No longer we join, 
Where ſinners invite, 
Nor envy the ſwine 
Their brutiſh delight 
Their joy is all Rl 
Their mirth is all vain, 
Their laughter is madncſs, 
Their pleaſure Is 


O may they at llt 

With ſorrow return, 

The pleaſure to taſte 

For which they were born! 
Our Jesus receiving, 

Our happineſs prove, 
The joy of believing, 

The heaven of love. 


HY MN LXVIII. 


pain. 


LCR and Gop of heav'nly pow'rs, 
Hallelujah 
Hallelujah, 
Hallelujab, 
Hall. 
Bow 


TT heirs, and O benignly ours, 
Glorious King let earth proclaim, 
Worms attempt to chauat thy Name, 
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Row thine ear, in mercy bow, Hallelujah, 
Hear, the world's atonement Thou, Hallelujah, 
Jusus, in thy Name we pray, Hallelujah, 
Take, O take our fins away, Hallelujah. 
Thee to laud in ſongs divine, Hallelujah, 
Angels and archangels join, Hallelujah, 

We with them our voices raiſe, Hallelujah, 
Echoing thine eternal praiſe, Hallelujah. 


Holy, holy, holy Lord, Hallelujah, 

Live by heav'n and earth ador'd, Hallelujah, 
Full of Thee, they ever cry, Hallclujah, 
Glory be to God on high, Hallelujah. 


HYMN LXIX, 


CONS of men, behold from far, 
Hail the long expected ſtar, 
Jacob's ſtar, that gilds the night, 

Guides bewilder'd nature right. 


Fear not, that there hence ſhould flow 
Wars or peſtilence below; 
Wars it bids and tumults ceaſe, 


Uſhering in the Prince of Peace. 


Mild He ſhines on all beneath, 
Piercing thro' the ſhades of death, 
Scatt'ring error's wide ſpread night, 
Kindling darkneſs into light. 


Nations all, far off and near, 

Haſte to ſee your God appear; 
Haſte, for Him your hearts prepare, 
Mcet Him manifeſted there, 


There 
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190 N. 
There behold the day-ſpring riſe, 


Pouring eye-fſight on our eyes; 
Gov in his own light ſurvey, 
Shining to the pertect day. 


Sing, ye morning ſtars, again, 
God deſcends on earth to reign ! 
Deigns for man his lite t' employ ! 


Shout, ye ſons of GD, for joy. 


HYMN LXX. 


WIEN with my mind devoutly preſt, 
Dear SaviouR, my revolving breaſt 
Wouid paſt offences trace ; 
Trembling I make the black review, 
Yet pleas'd behold, admiring too, 
The pow'r of changing grace. 


This tongue with blaſphemies defil'd, 
Theſe feet to erring paths beguil'd, 

In heav'nly league agree: 
Who could believe ſuch lips could praiſe, 
Or think my dark and winding ways 


Should ever lead to Thee! 


Theſe eyes, that once abus'd their ſight, 
Now lift to Thee their wat'ry light, 
And weep a ſilent flood: 
Theſe hands aſcend in ceaſeleſs pray'r ; 
O waſh away the ſtains they wear 
In pure redeeming blood ! 
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Theſe ears, that pleas'd could entertain 
The midnight oath, the Juſtful ſtrain, 
When round the feſtal board; 
Now deaf to all th' enchanting noiſe, 
Avoid the throng, deteſt the joys, 
And preſs to hear thy word. 


Thus art Thou ſerv'd in ev'ry part; 
O wouldſt Thou more transform my heart, 
This drofly thing refine ; 
That Grace might nature's ſtrength controul, 
And a new creature body - ſoul 
Be, LoRD, for ever thine. 


HYMN LXXI. 


COME, ye that love LorD, 
And let your joys be known ; 
Join in a ſong of ſweet accord, 
While ye ſurround the throne, 


The ſorrows of the mind 
Be baniſh'd from the place; 
Neligion never was deſign'd 
To make our pleaſures leſs, 


Let thoſe refuſe to ſing, 

Who never knew our God; 

But children of the heav'nly King 
Will ſpeak their Joys abroad, 


The men of grace have found 
Glory begun below; 

eleſtial fruits on earthly ground 
From faith and hope may grow. 


The 
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The hill df Zion yields 
A thouſand ſacred ſweets, 
Before we reach the heav'nly fields, 
Or walk the golden ſtreets. XN 


Then let your ſongs abound, 75 
And ev'ry tear be dry ; | lie 
We're marching thro? IMMANUEL's ground, 1 
To fairer Worlds on high. Of 
HYMN LXXII. ps 


A WARE, and fing the ſong | | . 
Of Moſes and the LAMB; 0 


Wake ev oy heart and ev'ry tongue, g 5 
To praiſe e the SAVIOUR” 8 Name. 1115 
Sing of his dying love, The g 
Sing of his riſing pow'r, His 

Sing how He intercedes above | | Aſcrib 
For thoſe whoſe ſins He bore, To 
Sing, till we feel our hearts Sal 
Aſcending with our tongues, Wh 

Sing, till the love of fin departs Let 
And grace inſpires your ſongs. And 
Sing on your heav'nly way, | Our J. 
Ye ranſom'd linners, ſing; The 

Sing on rejoicing ev'ry day Fall de 
In CnRIsT th! eternal King. And 
Soon ſhall ye hear Him ſay, The 
« Ye bleſted children, come;“ And 

Soon will He call you hence away, All! 


And take his wand'rers home. And 


HY M! 


HY MNS. 193 


HYMN LXXIII. 


E ſervants of Goo, 
Your Maſter proclaim, 

And publiſh abroad 

His wonderful Name: 
The Name all victorious 

Of IESsus extol; 
His kingdom is glorious, 

And rules over all. 


Go ruleth on high, 

Almighty to fa\ e, 

And ſtill He is nigh, 

His preſence we have; 
The great congregation 

His triumph {hall f. ing, 
Aſcribing ſalvation 

To J]zsus our King. 
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Salvation to Gop, 
Who tits on the throne ; 
Let all cry aloud, 
And honor the Sox: 
Our JeSus's praifes 
The angels proclaim, 
Fall down on their faces, 
And worſhip the LAM. 
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Then let us adore, b 
And give Him his right, 
All glory and pow'r, 

And wildom and might; 
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All honor and bleſſing 


Releas 


With angels above, Death 
And thanks never cealing, An ope 
And infinite love. KT bi 
HY M N LXXIV. Ind nc 

A 7 TEND, while God's eternal SoN And fur 
Doth his own glories ſhew ; And nc 

„ Behold ! I fit upon my throne, The he 
% Creating all things new. 3 

— 

«© Nature and fin are paſt away, Flos 
& And the old Adam dies: And ga 

& My hands a new foundation lay; Bic forn 


& Se a new world ariſe i? 


Mighty REDEEMER, ſet us free. 
From our old {tate of iin ; 

O make our fouls alive to I'hee, 
Create new pow'rs within. 


fe chee 
They i. 
Ur over 
dink do! 


Ah! Le 
ind om 


Renew our eyes, and form our ears, 
And mould our hearts afreth ; 4 
Give us new paſſions, joys, and fears, Spd ; 


And turn the {tone to flelh. bd I 
Far from the regions of the dead, 
From ſin, and earth, and hell, 

In the new world, which Thou haſt made, | 

May we tor ever dwell, E O!E 

| One 

FEYMN LXXV. Thouſanc 

Oo Happy faints, who dwell in li; Zht, Well 

And walk with jesvs, cloth'd in white, 
Halle 


Safe landed on the peaceful ſhore, 
Where pilgrims meet to part no more. 


HY MNS. 


Releas'd from fin, and toil, and ſtrife, 
Death was their gate to endleſs lite; 
An open'd cage, to let them fly, 

And build their happy neſt on high. 


And now they ranze the heav'nly plains, 
and fing their hymns in melting ſtrains; 
and now their ſouls begin to prove 

The hei Zhts and depths of JEsvu' s love, 


They gaze vpoa his beauteous face, 
bis lovely mind, and charming grace, 
And gazing hard with Tavilh' q eyes, 
Bis form they catch, and taſte his joys. 


he cheers them with eternal ſmile ; 
they ing Hoſannas all the while; 
Ur overwhelni'd with rapture ſweet, 
zink down adoring at his feet. 


Ah! LorD, with tardy ſteps I creep, 

ind ſometimes ling, and ſometimes weep 5 
et {trip me of this houſe of clay, 

nd 1 will ding as loud as they. 


HYMN LXXVI. 


0 He comes, with clouds deſcending, 
Once for favor'd ſinners flain: 
Thoufand thouland ſaints attending, 
dW<ll the triumph of his train: 
Hallalujah |! 
SY: Amen. 
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Ev'ry eye ſhall now behold Him, 
Rob'd in dreadful majclty ; : 


They who ſet at nought and fold Him, I 
Pierc'd, and nail'd um to the tree, 2 
Deez ly walling, H. 
Shall the true MesSIAp ſce. H. 
Ev'ry iſland, ſea, and mountain, Welk 
__ Heav'n Fe earth ſhall fleece away; , 
All who | Hate Hi! 1 mut, confounded, Fr 
Hear the trump proclaim the day: See 
Come 40 jus dgment! f (3! 
Come to judg 7ment ! come aways An 
Glor 
Now redemption, long expected, . 
See ! in ſolemn pomp ap pear | | AARP 
All his ſaints, by man rejected, a De 
Nov ſhall meet Rin in the cir; He 
Hallelujah! Ih 
See tne day of (30D appear An 
Hail J 
Anſwer thine own Bride and digit, 
Haſten, Lok p, the gen'ral doom | : 
The new heav'n and earth t inherit, Sho 
Fake thy pining exiles home: Anc 
All creation Our 
Travails! groans! end bids Thee come, , ror 
ver, 


Yea! Amen! let all adore T hee, 
High on thine eternal : throne | 
SAVIOUR. take th- pow'r and glory, 
Claim the kingdom for thine own: 
O come quickly! ; 
Hallelujah! come, Lok p, come | 
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HE comes! He comes! the Judge ſevere, 
The ſeventh trumpet ſpeaks Him near; 
His light'nings faſh, his thunders roll: 
He's welcome to the faithful foul 
Welcome, welcome, welcome, welcome, wel- 
come to the faithiul foul, 
From heav'n angelic voices found ; 
See the almi: hi) JESUS crown'd | 
Girt with omnipotence and gr ce, 
And glory decks the SAVIC UR's face. 
Glory, glory, glory, glory, glory decks the 
SAVIOUR'S (ice. 


Deſcending on his aZure throne, 
He claims the ki. igdoms for his own, 
The kingdo:ns all obey his word, 
And hail Him their triumphant LoRD. | 
Hail Him, hail Him, hail Him, hail Him, hall 
Him their triumphant LokD, 
Shout, all the people of the ity, 
And all the ſaints. of the MosT Hicn: 
Our Gop, who now his right obtains, 
ror ever and for ever reigns. | 
pers ever, ever, ever, ever and for ever reigns. 
e FATHER praiſe, the Sox adore, 
1 he SPIRIT bleſs. for evermore: © 
Salvation's glorious work is done! 
We welcome Thee, great PR EE in ONE. 
Welcome, welcome, welcome, welcome, wel- 
come Thee, great TukzE in ONE. 
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HYMN LXXVIII. 


HA. holy, holy, holy LoR D! 
Be endleſs praiſe to Thee; 
Supreme eſſential One, ador' d, 
In coeternal Three. 


Enthron'd in everlaſting ſtate, 
Ere time its round began; 
Who join'd in countil to create 
The dignity of man. 


Whom, in Iſaiah's viſion ſhew'd, 
The winged ſeraphs cry, 

While Thee, Jenovan, Lonp, and Gon, 
They ſing above the ſky. 


To Thee, by myſtic pow'rs on high, 
Were humble praiſes giv'n, 

While John beheld with favor'd eye 
Th' inhabitants of heav'n. 


All, that the name of creature owns, 
To Thee in hymns aſpire; 

May we with CHRIST upon our thrones, 
For ever join the choir, 


Hail, holy, holy, holy LoRD! 
Be endleſs praiſe to Thee; 
Supreme eflential One, ador'd, 

In coeternal Three. 
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HYMN LXXIX. 


GLO RY and honor be to Thee, 
J Thou ſ{cl/-exiſtent DerTy ; 
Thee we revere, and Thee adore, 
In mercy infinite and pow'r. 


To Thee our joyful hearts we raiſe, 

To Thee we bring our ſongs of praiſe, 
Whoſe bounteous care and love imparts 
Ccleliial bleſſings to our hearts. 


Unto Thee, holy Triune Gop, 
Who haſt on us, poor worms, beſtow'd 
Such favor, ſuch amazing grace, 
We pay our homaye, thanks and praiſe, 


HYMN LXXX. 


COME. thou almighty KING, 
Help us thy Name to ſing, 
Help us to praiſe ; 
FATHER all glorious, 
(Yer all victorious, 
Come, and reign over us, 
ANCIENT of Days. 


Jesus, our LoRD, ariſe, 
Scatter our enemies, 
And make them fall; 
Let thine almighty aid 
Our ſure defence be made: 
On Thee our ſouls be ſtay'd: 
LoRD, hear our call. 
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Come, thou incarnate Won p, 


Gird on thy mighty ſword; 
Our prayer attend. 
Come, and thy people bleſs, 
And give thy word ſuccel 8, 
SPIRIT of holineſs, 
On us deſcend. 


Come, holy CoMrFoRTER, 


Thy facred witneſs beur 
In this giad hour : 
Thou who almighty art, 
Now rule in ev'ry heart, 
And ne'er trom us depart, 
SPIRIT of pow'r. 


To the great ONE in Tarftt 


Eternal praiſes be, 
Hence evermore | 
His ſov'reign Majeſty 
May we in glory ice, 

And to eternity 
Love and adore, 


HY M N LXXXI. 


ND does my Maker condeſcend 
Fo aſk a worm to be his friend ? 
Will Gop forgive a rebel wild, 
And make the ſhateful wretch his child? 


O height of grace and depth of love! 
Sure angels ſtand amaz'd above . 

Amaz'd, that Gop with man ſhould dwell, 
A llave of lin, a child of hel! 


O tak 
and c 
From 
And k 
In ho 
A dan 
And | 
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HYMN Ss. 


O take this worthleſs heart, my Gon, 
and cleanſe it in the SAvIOUR's blood; 
From earthly idols ſet it free, 

and keep my breaſt intire for Thee. 

in holy ſilence let me wait 

A d. ily waichman ut thy gate, 

And be! thy Sractous Pf ſe nice near, 
And all thy lor ing counſels hear. 


Much heart acquaintance carry on, 
71] life its hourly lands has run; 
Jhen call me up to lee thy face, 
And ting eternal iongs of grace. 


HYMN LXXXII. 


7 ORD of the Sabbath, Thee we praiſe, 
24 In concert with the bleſt, 
Who joyful in harmonious Jays 

Employ an endleſs reſt, 


Thus, LorD, while we remember Thee, 
We bleſt and holy grow; 

By hymns of praiſe we learn to be 
Triumphant here below. 


On this glad day a brighter ſcene 
Of glory was 6i(play'd 

By Gov, th' eternal Woro, than when 
This 1 was made. 


He riſes, who mankind has bought 
With grief and pain extreme: 

IT'was great to ſpeak the world from nought— 
T'was greater to redeem | 
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; HY MN LXXXII. 
TO God the only wiſe, 


Our SAaviovk and our KING, 
Let all the ſaints below the ſkies 
heir humble praiſes bring. 


* Tis his almighty love, 
His counſel and his care, 


Which keep us fafe from fin and death, 


And ev'ry hurtful ſnare, 


He will preſent his ſaints 

Uablemiſh'd and compleat, 
Before the glory of his face, 

With joys divinely great. 


Then all the choſen feed 


-Shall meet around the throne, 
Shall bleſs the conduct of his grace, 
And make his wonders known. 


To our redeeming Gon 

Wiſdom and pow'r belongs, 
Immortal crowns of majeſty, 

And everlaſting ſongs. 


HY M N LXXXIV. 


) IS 
R Thy better portion trace; 
Riſe from tranſitory things, 
Tow'rds heav'n, thy native place: 


E, my ſoul, and ſtretch thy wings, 
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Sun and moon and ſtars decay, 
Time {ſhall ſoon this earth remove: 

Riſe, my ſoul, and haſte away 
To ſeats prepar'd above. 


Rivers to the ocean run, 
Nor ſtay in all their courſe ; 
Fire aſcending ſeeks the ſun ; 
Both fpeed them to their ſource : 
So a foul, that's born of Gop, 
Pants to view his glorious face; 
Upward tends to his abode, 
To reſt in his embrace. 


Ceaſe, ye pilgrims, ceaſe to mourn z 
Preſs onward to the prize; 

Soon our SAVIOUR will return 
Triumphant in the ſkies: 

Let a ſeaſon, and you know, 
Happy entrance will be giv'n; 

All our ſorrows left below, 
And earth exchang'd for heav'n. 


HYMN LXXXV. 


RLEST be the FATHER and his love, 


To whofe celeitial ſource we owe 


Rivers of endleſs joys above, 

and rills of comfort here below. 
Glory to Thee, great Son of God z 
Forth from thy wounded body rolls 
A precious ſtream of vital blood, 
Pardon and life for dying fouls. 
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We give the HoLy SPIRIT rai, 

Who, in our hearts of ſin and woe, 
Makes living ſprings of grace ariſe, 
And into boundleſs glory flow. 


Thus Gop the FATHER, Gop the Som, 
And Gop the PIX IT, we tore; 

That Sea of life and love unknown, 
Without a bottom or a thore ! 


HY MN LXXXVI. 
REFORE JERoOVan's awful throne, 


Ye nations bow with {acred joy; 
Know that the LoRo is Gob alone; 
He can Create, and He deitroy. 


His ſov' reign pow'r, without our aid, 

Made us of clay, and ferm'd us men 
And when like wand'ring iheep we firay'd, 
He brought us to his fold again. 


We'll croud thy gates with thankful ſongs, 
High as the heav'ns our-voices raife 

And earth with her ten thouland tongues, 
Shall fill thy courts with ſounding praiſe. 


Wide as the world is thy command; 
Vaſt as eternity thy love; 

Firm as a rock thy truth ſhall ſtand, 
Wen rolling years ſhall ceaſe to. move. 
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HYMN LXXXVIL 


O R Shepherd alone, 
'The r. let us bleſs, 
Who reigns on the throne 
The Prince of our peace 

Who evermore ſaves us 
By ſhedding his blood! 

All hail. holy "JESUS, 

Our Lokd and our GoD. 


We dailv will ſing 
Thy merits, thy praiſe, 
Thou merciful Spring 
Of pity and grace 

Thy kindneſs for ever 
To men we will tell, 

And ſay, Our dear SAVIOUR 
Redeem'd us from hell. 


Preſerve us in love, 
While here we abide; 
Nor ever remove, 
Nor cover, nor hide 
Thy glorious ſalvation, 
T ill joy ful we ſee 
The beautiful viſion 
Completed in Thee. 


1 HYMN 
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HY MN LXXXVIII. 
HE Lok p of earth and ſky, 


N 
K 
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i The (30D of ages praiſe, 
0 Who reigns enthron d on high, H 
n Ancient of endleſs days; Thy 
"I Who lengthens out our trial here, Tk; 
"4 And ſpares us yet another year. 
if Barren and wither'd trees, 
'H We cumber'd long the ground; 
5 No fruit of holineſs 
| On our dead fouls was found : 
i Yet did He us in mercy ſpare 
. Another and another year. 
When juſtice drew the ſword 
| ; To cut the hg-tree down, While 
bt The pity of our LoRD ay 
J Cry'd « Let it ſtill alone: ' We 110 
{| The FATHER mild inclin'd his ear, Cui 
$ And ſpar'd us yet another year. PE Gs 
EsUS, thy ſpeaking blood Wich 
From God obtain'd the grace, Luis e 
Who therefore hath beſtow'd Arie 
On us a longer ſpace : me ite 
| Thou didſt on our behalf appear, On bj 
vi And, lo! we ſee another year. Wile a1 
þ Then dig about our root, And b 
mM Break up our iallow ground, Tow 
il And let our gracious fruit [ow 
1 To thy great praiſe abound : Thau 
4 1o fa 


1 O let us all thy praiſe declare. 
1 And fruit unto perfection bear. 
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HYMN LXXXIX. 


pov can we adore, 

Or worthily praiſe, $ 

Thy goodneſs and pow'r, 

Ihen Gop of all grace! 
Wich honor and bleſſing 

Befre Thee we fall, : 

Mt g dy confelling | 1 


J 
. 1 AY > 
7 lee 4 > 3 iiztR 1 Gale 


L N 


The Loonent aud earth, - 
1 e _ 1 | ait, - 1 
To Ihee des tueir birth, bo 
Subſiſt by thy care: i | 
Whit! angets are ſinging | 
hy Pratics above, 
We mortals are bringing 
Cur tribute of love. 
Fe | CO ; 
L10U; SAVIOUR, art One 
With Gop ne ſupreme, 
on, 
Ari! equat 17h Him; 
meited with glory, 
3 ' 4 3 } 8 
n high det bhou £4, 
While angel alore Thee, 


And bow wat by feet. 


— — 
Grew 
— — 
— 
A 
-w 


—— 


—— ee QA LA N r 


low great wes thy love! 
Tow wondrous thy grace! 
Thou cam'tt from above 
Jo ſa;c a loſt race: 


T 2 To 


r 


Sh. 
— 


— PR — — — 
x - 


. IS EE Cent nr 02g ner 
. . 2 N p 
7 


— A — — — „ IAA 14 = * —— 
— ww e 


EP r 


—— 2 ——— 


r 
—— 


1 Pr 


*, a 


— x wie, Sy 


9 


2 


n 


8 * — * 3 # 
* n 1 * — * . Y 
2 — 2. Pon — wy r 
—— 2 . . \ « - ; = 6 » m 
: a ä 


0 


208 HY MN Ss. 


And, man to deliver, 
Of woman walt born, 
That ev'ry believer 
To Gop might return, 
How ſoon will thiy feat 
Ot judgment appear! 
Prepare us to hieet, 
And welcome Thee there: 
Thy witneſſing SPIRIT 
In us ſhed abroad, 
And bid us inherit 
The kingdom of Gop. 


N XC. 
N OT all the blood of beaſts 


On jJewich altars {lain, 
Could give 0 guilty conſcience peace, 
Or waſh away the ſtain. 
But CURIST, the heav'nly LAB, 
Takes all our fins away: 
A ſacrifice of nobler name, 
And richer blood than they. 


My faith would lay its hand 

On that dear-head of thine, 
While like a penitent I ſtand, 

And there confeſs my ſin. 

My ſoul looks back to ſee 

The burdens Thou didit bear, 
When hanging on th' accurſed tree, 

And hopes her guilt was there. 
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0 Thou in whom the Gentiles truſt, 
Thou only holy, only juſt, 

0 tune our ſouls to praile thy Name, 

Jesus, unchangeable, the lame. 


L/aias, once thy glory ſeen *, 

Woe me,” he cry'd, for Fin unclean : 
And how ſhall ſinful dufl draw nigh 

Ihe great, the awtul DEITY ! 


But lo! deſcending trom above, 

Th: /-raph burns with pard'ning love; 
Wm from th Altar brings the coal, 
And makes the trembling ſinner while: 


Glory to Thee, auſpicious LAB! 


Thou holy LoRD, Thou great I AM! 
With all our pow'r thy grace we bleſs, 
Our joy, our peace, our righteouſneſs, 


Live, ever glorious TesvUs live! 


* Worthy all bleſſings to receive; 
W orthy on high enthion? d to lit, 
With ey 'ry pow'r beneath thy feet. 


* Iſaiah vi. compared with John x11.,245 
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8 Thou once dſpiſed Jreus 
Hail Thou Guliltean King! 
Who didſt ſuffer to releaſe us, 
Who didſt free ſalvation bring: 
Hail, Thou glorious Gov and SAVIOUR, 
Who haſt borne our fin and ſhame ; 
By whoſe merits we find favour ; 
Life is given thro' thy name! 
Paſchal LAN by Gop appointed, 
All our fins were on T hee laid; 
By almighty love appointed, 
Thou halt full atonemænt made: 
Ev'ry ſin may be korgiy n 
Thro' the virtue of thy blood ; 


Open' d 1s the gate of heav'n, 
Peace is made twixt man and Gop; 


Tes us, hail! enthron'd in glory, 
There for ever to abide ; 

All the heav'nly hoſts adore Thee, 
Seated at thy FATHER's ſide; 
There for ſinners Thou art pleading, 

Spare them yet another year: 5 
Thou for ſaints art interceding 


Let ev? 
And 


Let ev? 


Till in glory they appear. And 
Worſhip, honor, pow'r and bleſſing, : Worſhi 
CRIS r is worthy to receive; Be t 

By me 


Loudeſt praiſes, without ccaſing 
Meet 1 it is for us to give. 


HY MNS. 


Help, ye bright angelic ſpirits, 
Bring your ſweeteſt, nobleſt lays; 
Help to ſing our JEsU's merits, 


Help to chaunt IMMANUEL's praiſe. 


HYMN XCIII. 


COME, let us all unite to praiſe 
The SAVIOUR of mankind ; 

Our thankful hearts, in ſolemn lays 
Be with our voices join d. 

But how ſhall duſt his warth declare, 
Which angels cannot ſcan? 

The higheſt name, that's nam'd, is far 
Beneath the Son of Man! 


Yet, LoRD, we cannot ſilent be; 
By love we are conſtrain'd 

To offer our beſt thanks to T hee, 
Our SAVIOUR and our Friend, 


Should we, through fear or ſhame, refrain, 


The very ſtones would ing, 
And tell the univerſal reign 
Ot our immortal King. 


Let ev'ry tongue thy goodneſs ſhew, 
And ſpread abroad thy fame 

Let ev'ry heart with praiſe o'erflow, 
And bleſs thy wond'rous Name. 


Worſhip and konor, thanks and love, 
Be to our JESUS giv'n, 

By men below—by hoſts above, 
By all in earth and heav'n. 
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HYMN XClv. 4p 
E dies! the Friend of ftuners dies! ov 
Lo! Salem's daughters v veep around And | 

A ſolemn darkneſs veils the ſkies ! 
A fudden trembling ſhakes the ground! lou, | 
Come, ſaints, and drop a tear or two, Of all 
For Him who groan'd beneath your load How 
He ſhed 2 thoutfand drops for you, Lhis 
A thouſand drops of precious blood! gd 
VV 10! 


a Here's love and grief beyond degree ; : N, 1, 
= 4 0 10; 
*| i he Lord of glory dies for men! [ bi 


c Vo! 
WT: Bur, lo! what lade len joys we ſee |! hs 
þ sus, the dead, revives again! This e 
þ the rifing Gos forſakes the tomb; With 
- (The tomb in vain forbids his riſe;) The w 

0 Angelic legions guard Him home, Anden. 

5 And ſhout Erin welcome to the ſkies. No an: 

Break off your tears, ye ſaints, and tell Saller 

How high c our great deliv'rer reigns ; Extinc 

Sing how He ſpoil'd the hoſts of hell, and p. 

And led the monſter, Death, in chains | 1 

Sav, „Live for ever, wond'rous King! Its thir 

Horn to redeem, and ſtrong to laye !'” Thi sq 


Then aſk the monſter, “ Where's thy ſting ? ORs 
66 And where's thy v ory, boaſting Grave ?“ rhis h. 


HYMN Xv. hab 
AH e appearance of death, 


No ſight upon earth is fo fair; 
Not all the gay peageants that breathe, 


Can with this dead body compare : 
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With ſolemn delight I ſurvey 

The corpſe when the ſpirit is fled, 
In love with the beautiful clay, 
And longing to lie in its ſtead, 


How bleſt is our Brother, bereft 

Ot ali that could burden his mind! 
How eaſy the ſoul that hath leit 
This weariſome body behind! 

0! evil incapable thou, | 1 
Whole relicts with envy I ſee ; 


No longer 1n miſery now, 


No longer a ſinner like me. 


This earth is affected no more 

With ſickneſs, or ſhaken with pain; | 
The war in the members 1s o'er, | 
And never ſhall vex them again : | 
No anger hencetorward or ſhame | 
dal! redden this innocent clay | 
Extinct is the animal flame, | 5 
And paſhon is vaniſh'd away. 


This languiſhing head is at reſt, g 
I's thinking and aching are o'er ; | 
This quiet immoveable brealt | 
b heav'd by affliction no more: | 
This heart is no longer the ſeat | 
Of trouble and torturing pain 


tceales to flutter and beat, 


| 
it never ſhall flutter again. 
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The lids he ſo ſeldom could cloſe, 
By ſorrow forbidden to ſleep, 
Seal'd up in eternal repoſe, 

Have ſtrangely forgotton to weep : 


The fountains can yield no ſupplies, 


Theſe hollows from water are free; 
The tears are all wip'd from thele eyes, 


And evil they never ſnall ſee, 


To mourn and to ſuffer 15 mine, 


While bound in a priſon | breathe,” 


And ſtill for deliverance pine, 


And preſs to the iſſues of death: 
What now with my tears I bedew, 
I wait the.good time to become, 
My ſpirit created anew, 


My fleſh be conlign'd to the 9 2 


H 1 M N XCVI. 
ESU, thy blood and ri chteou! Meſs 


My beauty are, an; 1 Yorious dreſs; 
Midſt flaming worlds, in tacfe array 'd, 
With joy ſhall I lift up my head, 


When from the duſt of deat) 1 rite 
To claim my manſion in the ſkies, 
E'en then ſhall this be al! my FP. 
Jesus has hv'd and dy'd for me 


Bold (hall I ſtand in that great da ay 
For who ought to my charge ſhall lay? 
Completely cioth'd by Cuuiisr alone, 


And all my filthy garments gone, 
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This ſpotleſs robe the ſame appears, 
When ruin'd nature ſinks in years; 
No age can change its glorious hue; 
The grace of CHRIST is ever new. 


O let the dead now hear thy voice, 

Now bid thy baniſh'd ones rejoice ; 

Their beauty this, their glorious dreſs, 
JesUs the LoRD OUR RIGHTEOUSN ESS, 


HYMN - XCVII. 


RETHREN, let us join to bleſs 
JEsUs CHRIST, our joy and peace; 
Let our praiſe to Him be giv'n, 
High at Gop's right hand in heav'n. 


aſter, ſee, to Thee we bow, 
Thou art LoRD, and only Thou; 
Thou the bleſſed virgin's ſeed, 
Glory of thy church and Head. 


Thee the angels ceaſeleſs ſing; 

Thee we praiſe, our Prieſt and King: 
Worthy is thy Name of praiſe, 

Full of glory, full of grace. 


Thou haſt the glad tidings brought 
Of ſalvation, by Thee wrought, 
Wrought for all thy church ; and we 
Worſhip in their company. 

Ve, thy little flock, adore, 

Thee, the Log p, for evermore ; 

Ever with us ſhew thy love, 

Till we join with thoſe above, 


HYMN 
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HRIST, from whom all bleſſings flow, 
Comforting thy ſaints below, 
Hear us, who thy nature ſhare, 
Who thy myitic body are: 
you us, in one SPIRIT join; 
et us all receive of thine; 
Still for more on Thee we call, 


Thee, who filleſt all in all. 


Move, and attuate, and guide; 
Divers gifts to each divide; 
Plac'd according to thy will, 

Let us all our works fulfil: 

Never from our office move; 
Helpful to each other prove; 
Uſe the grace on each beſtow'd, 
Temper'd by the bleſſed Gov. 

Many are we now, and one, 

We who jEesUs have put on: 
There is neither bond nor free, 
Male or female, LoR D, in Thee: 

Love, like death, hath al] deſtroy'd, 

Render'd all diſtinctions void; 

Names, and ſetts, and parties fall, 

Jesus CHRIST is ALL in ALI. 
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O Gop, how endleſs is thy love! 

Thy gitts are ev'ry ev'ning new; 
And morning mercies from above 
Gently diſtil, like early dew. 
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Thou ſpread'ſt the curtain of the night, 
Great Guardian of our {leeping hours; 
Thy ſov'reign word reſtores the light, 
And quickens all our drowſy pow'rs. 


Loa, may we yield to thy command, 
And conſecrate to Thee our days: 
Perpetual bleſſings from thine hand 
Demand perpetual ſongs of praiſe, 


HYMN C. 


RATHER, Son, and HoLy Gos r, 
ONE in TaREE, and THREE in OxE! 
As by the celeſtial hoſt, 

Let thy will on earth bs done: - 

Praiſe by all to Thee be giv'n, 

Glorious LoRD of earth and heav'n; 


if ſo poor a worm as I 

May to thy great glory live, 

All mine actions ſanktify, 
Ail my thoughts and words receive: 
Claim me for thy ſervice—cldim 
All 1 have, and all 1 am. 


Take my ſgal and body's pow rs ; 
Take my mem'ry, mind, and will; 


All my goods, and all mine hours, 
All I know, and all I feel; 
All I think, aud ſpeak, and do : 


Take my lieart—but maka it news 


U FATHER, 
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FATHER, Sox, and HoLy Gurosr, 
ON E in THREE, and THREE in ONE! 
As by the ce leftial hoſt, 

Let thy will on earth *A done: : 
Praiſe by all to Thee be giv'n, 

Glorious Lok p of earth and heav'n. 


| ax MN CL 
For CHRISTMAS-DAY. 


HRK the herald angels ſing 


Glory to the new-born King! 
Peace on earth, and mercy mild; 
Gop and ſinners reconcil'd. 


Joyful all ye nations riſe, 
oin the triumphs of the ſkies ; 
Vith th' angelic hoſt proclaim, 
CHRIST is born in Bethlehem. 


CHuRisT, by higheſt heav'n ador'd ; 
CHRIST, the everlaſting Lok Dp; 
Late in time behold Him come, 
Offspring of tae virgin's womb ! 
Veil'd in fleſh the Godhead ſee ; 
Hail the incarnate DETIT ! 
Pleas' d as man with men t' appear; 
Irs us, our IMMANUEL, here. 
Eil the heav'n- born Prince of Peace 
Fail the Sun of Righteouſneſs ! 
Light and lite to all He brings, 
Ris'n with healing in his wings. 
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Mild He lays his glory by, 8 


Born that men no more may die; 
Born to raiſe the ſons of earth, 
Born to give them ſecond birth. 


Come, Defire of nations, come, 

Fix in us thy humble home ; 

Riſe, the woman's conqu'ring Seed, 
Bruiſe in us the ſerpent's head. 
Adam's likeneſs now efface, 

Stamp thine image in its place; 
Second Adam from above, 

Reinſtate us in thy love. 


HY MN CII. 
ANOTHER. 


(COME, thou long-expetted IEsus, 
Born to ſet thy people free; 
From our fears and ſins releaſe us; 
Let us find our reſt in Thee: 
Iſrael's ſtrength and conſolation, 
Hope of all the earth Lhou art, 
Dear deſire of ev'ry nation, 
Joy of ev'ry faithful heart. 


Born thy people to deliver; 

Born a child, and yet a King; 
Born to reign in us for ever ; 

Now thy gracious kingdom bring : 
By thine own Eternal SPIRIT, 

Rule in all our hearts alone; 
By thine all- ſufficient merit, 

Raiſe us to thy glonous throne, 
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ANOTHER. 


TFT up your heads in Joyful hope, 
Salute the happy morn z 
Each heavenly powr 
Proclaims the glad hour, 
Lo! Jesus, the SAVIOUR, is born. 


All glory be to God on high, 
40 Him all praiſe is due; 
he promile is ſeal'd, 
The SAvlOUR's reveal d, 
And proves that the record is true. 


Let joy around like rivers flow, 
F low on, and {till increaſe ; 
Spread o'er the glad earth, 
At JesUs's birth; 
For heaven and earth are at peace. 


Tow'rds Adam's helplets race: 
MessIAH is come 
To ranſom his own, 
To ſave them by infinite grace ! 


Then let us join the heav'ns above, 
Where ſaints and angels ſing; 
* all the glad pow'rs, 
dor their Lok D and ours, 


Our Propbet, our Prieſi, and our Kang. 


Now the good will of Heav'n is ſhewn | 


HYMN 
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HYMN CIV, 
For GOOD FRIDAY. 


W HO hath our report believed ? 
SHILOH come is not received, 
Not received by his own ! 

Promis'd Branch from root of eſſe, 

David's Offspring, ſent to bleſs ye, 
Comes too meekly to be known 


Say, thou highly-favor'd nation, 

What was thy fond expectation ? 
Some fair ſpreading lofty tree ? 

Let not worldly pride confound thee ; 


'Mong the lowly plants around thee, 
Mark the loweſt—that 1s He ! 


Like a tender plant that's growing, 
Where no waters, friendly flowing, 
No kind rains refreſh the ground ; 
Drooping, dying, we ſhall view Him ; 
See no charm to draw us to Him; 
There no beauty wil! be found. 


Lo! Mess1AaH, unexpected! 

Man of griefs, deſpis d, rejected] 
Wounds his form disfiguring: 

Marr'd his viſage more than any, 

For He bears the ſins of many, 
All our ſorrows carrying! 


No deceit his mouth had ſpoken; 


Blameleſs he no law had broken; 
Vet was number'd with the worſt! 


For, becauſe the Lord would grieve Him, 


We, who ſaw it, did believe Him, 
For his own offences curſt. 


2 
= 
\ KY 


222 HY MN S. 


But while Him our thoughts accuſed, 
He for us alone was bruiſed, 

Stricken, ſmitten, for our guilt: 
With his ſtripes our wounds are cured, 
By his pains our peace aſſured, 


Purchas'd with the blood He ſpilt. 


Love amazing! ſo to mind us; 

Shepherd come from heav'n to find us, 
Silly ſheep, all gone aſtray : 

Loſt, undone, by our tranſgreſſions; - 

Worſe than ſtripp'd of all poſſeſſons ; 
Debtors, without hope to pay. 


Fear our portion, ſlaves in ſpirit, 
He redeem'd us, by his merit, 
To a glorious liberty : 
Dearly firſt his goodneſs bought us ; 
Truth and love then ſweetly taught us : 
Truth and love have made us tree. 


Bleſſed be the Gop who gave us, 
Frecly gave his SoN to fave us: 
Bleſs'd the Sox who freely came: 
Honor, bleſſing, adoration, 
Ever, from the 8 creation, 
Be to Gop, and to the LAB. 


HY M N CV. 
ANOTHER. 
915 done! th' atoning work is done! 
Jesus the great REDEEMER dies! 
All nature feels th' important groan, 
Loud echoing thro” the earth and tkies: 
The earth does to her center ſhake, 


And heav'n as hell's deep gloom is black. 
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The temple's vail is rent in twain, 
While JesUs meekly bows his head; 
The rocks reſent his mortal pain, 
The yawning graves give up their dead ; 
The bodies of the ſaints ariſe, 
Reviving as their SAVIOUR dies, 


And ſhall not we his death partake, 

In ſympathetic anguiſh groan ? 

O SAV1OUR, let thy paſſion ſhake 

Our earth, and rend our hearts of ſtone: 
To ſecond life our fouls reſtore, 


And wake us, that we ſleep no more, 


HY M N Cu. 
For EB STE Rr BATY; 


CHRIST the LoRD is ris'n to day, 
Sons of men, and angels, ſay; 

Raiſe your Joys and triumphs high; 

ding, ye heav'ns, and earth reply. 


Love's zedeeming work is done; 
Fought the fight, the battle won: 
Lo! the Sun's s eclipſe is o'er; 
Lo! He ſets in blood no more. 


Vain the ſtone, the watch, the ſeal, 
CHRIST has burſt the gates of hell: 
Death in vain forbids his riſe, 
CHRIST hath open'd Paradiſe. 


Lives again our glorious King 
Where, O death, is now thy Dine ? 
Once He died our ſouls to fave; 


Where thy victory, O grave? 
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Soar we now where CHRIST has led, 
Following our exalted Head ; 

Made like Him, like Him we riſe; 
Ours the crols, the grave, the ſkies. 


What tho' once we periſh'd all, 
Partners of aur parenr's fall, 
Second life we all receive, 

In our heay'nly Adam live. 


Hail the Lokp of carih and heav'n! 
Praiſe to Thee by both be giv'n; 
Thee we greet triumphant now; 
Hail! the RESURRECT10N—T Hou, 


HY M N CI. 
ANOTHER, 
HE Sun ighteouſneſs appears, 
To ſetſin blood no more: 
The Light, who ſcatters all your fears 
Your riling}God adore | 
The ſaings, when He reſign'd his breath, 
Unclos'd ther ſleeping eyes; 
He breaks agakarrife bands of death, 
Again the dead ariſe, 


Alone the dreadful race He ran, 
Alone the wine-preſs trod; 

He groans—He dies—behold the Man 
He lives—behold the Gop |! 


In vain the ſtone, the watch, the ſea], 
Forbid an early riſe 

To Him, who breaks the gates of hell, 

And opens Paradiſe, 
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HY MN CVIIL 
ASCENSION, 


PAIL the day that ſces Him riſe, 
Raviſh'd from our wiſhful eyes ! 
CHRIST awhile to mortals giv'n, 
Re-aſcends his native heav'n : 

There the holy triumph waits; 

« Lift your heads, eternal gates; 

« Wide unfold the radient ſcene, 

% Take the King of Glory in!“ 


Him, tho” higheſt heav'n receives, 
Still He loves the earth He leaves 
Tho” returned to his throne, 

He can ne'er forget his own : 

Still for them He intercedes ; 

His all-atoning death He pleads ; 
Next Himſelf prepares their place, 
dAV1OUR of the ranſom'd race. 


Maſter, (may we ever ſay) 
Taken from our head to day, 
dee, thy faithful ſervants ſee, " 
Ever gazing up to Thee: | 
Grant, tho” parted from our ſight, " 
High above yon azure height, | g 
Grant our hearts may thither riſe, 0 
Following Thee beyond the ſkies» 


Ever upwards may we move, 

Wafted on the wings of love; 
Looking when our Lok p ſhall come, 
Longing, gaſping after home ! 
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There may we with Thee remain, 
Partners of thine endleſs reign; 


There thy face unclouded ſee; 
Find our heay” n of heay*ns in Thee. 


1 Y MN 'erx. 
ANOTHER. 
OUR LoRv is riſen from the dead, 
Our IEsus is gone up on biek 3 ; 


The pow'rs of hell are captive led, 
Dragg'd to the portals of the ſky. 


There his triumphant chariot waits, 
And angels chaunt the ſolemn lay; 
Lift up your heads, ye heav'nly gates; 


Ye everlaſting doors, give way. ; 


Looſe all your bars of maſly light, 
And wide unfold th' etherial ſcene; 
He claims theſe manſions as his right : 
Receive the King of glory in. 


Who is the King of glory, who?“ 
The Loxp, who all his foes o'ercame ; 
The world, fin, death, and hell, o'erthrew 3 
And Jzsvs is the Conqu'ror's name, 


Lo ! his triumphal chariot waits, 

And angels chaunt the ſolemn lay; 
Lift up your-heads, ye heav'nly gates; : 
Ye everlaſting doors, give way. 


« Who is the King of glory, who?!“ 
The Lokp, of glorious pow'r poſſeſt; 
The King of ſaints, and angels too 

Gop over all, for ever bleſt. 
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HYMN CX. 
WHIT-SUNDAY. 


! is SU, we hang upon the word, 

The parting word we heard from Thee; 
Be mindful of thy promiſe, Lok], 

Thy promiſe. made to all, and me; 

To all who thy commands purſue, 

And dare believe that Gon is true. 


Thou ſaidſt, “ I will the FATHER pray, 
And He the COMFORTER ſhall give; 
„Shall give Him in your hearts to tay, 
© And never more his temples leave: 
« Myſelf will to my orphans come, | 
And make you mine eternal home.“ 


Come then, Lok bo, come ! Thyſelf reveal, 
And let thy promiſe now take place; 

be it according to thy will, | 
According to the word of grace : | 
Thy ſorrowful diſciples cheer, | 2 
And ſend us down the COMFORTER, | | 


This earneſt of thy glory give. 
And ſo thy purchas'd people keep; i 
and fo from day to day revive | 
Thy helpleſs, wand'ring, dying ſheep | 
Till thou from duſt their bodies raiſe 1 
To ſee thy face, and ling thy praiſe. | 
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Extraded from the Ordination Service. Pot 
COVE, HoLy Ghost, our ſouls inſpire, Still) 
And lighten with celeſtial fire; Lif 
Thou the anointing SPIRIT art, Chaf, 
Who doſt thy ſev'n-told gifts impart ; 0 Eu 
Thy bleſſed unction from above one. 
Is comfort, life, and fire of love: Go 
Enable with perpetual light Come, 
The dulneſs of our blinded ſight ; Con 
Anoint and cheer our ſoiled face, dave u 
With the abundance of thy grace: O71 
Keep far our foes, give peace at home; Give t 
Where Thou art guice, no ill can come. Givi 
Teach us to know the FATHE=, Son, By thi, 
And Thee, of both, to be but OxE : Ev'r 
That thro' the ages all along, Ey'ry 1 
This, this may be our endleſs fong : Guic 


Praiſe Gon, from whom all bleſſings flow; 
Praiſe Him all creatures here below; 
Praiſe Him above, ye heav'nly hoſt : 

Praiſe FATHER, SoN, and HoLy Ghost. 


HYMN CXII. 


Lt, of thoſe whoſe dreary dwelling 
Borders on the fhades of death, 
Life and Light, thyſelf revealing, 
O diſperſe the clouds beneath! 
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The new heav'n and earth's Creator, 
In our deepeſt darkneſs rife | 

Scatt'ring all the night of nature, g 
Pouring eye- ſight on our eyes. 


Still we wait for thine appearing ; 
Life and joy thy beams impart, 
Chafing all our fears, and cheering 

Ev'ry poor benighted heart: 
Come, and manifeſt the favor 

GoD hath for the ranſom'd race; | 
Come, Thou gracious Gop and SAvi1ouR, | 

Come and bring the goſpel-grace. 


Save us, in thy great compaſhon, 
O Thou mild pacific Prince; 
Give the knowledge of falvation, 
Give the pardon of our fins : 
Dy thine all reſtoring merit, | 

Ev'ry burden'd foul releaſe; | 
Ey'ry weary, wand'ring ſpirit, | 
Guide into thy perfect peace. 


HYMN CxIII. 


ESUS, ſhew us thy ſalvation, 
Freſh baptize us into Thee: 

By thy myſtic incarnation, | 
By thy pure nativity, 1 
dave us, Thou, our new Creator ; | | | 


Into all our ſouls impart 
Thy divine and holy nature, 
Form Thyſelf within our heart. 
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By thy wond'rous croſs and paſſion, 


By thy ſuſt rings on the tree, 
Save us from the indignation, 

Due to all mankind from Fhee : 
Hanging, bleeding, panting, dying, 
Gaſpins ont thy lateſt breath ; 
By thy precious death's applying, 
Save us from eternal death. 


By thy riſing aud aſcending, 
Live we here to heav'n reftor” d; 
Ever at thy footſtool bending, 
Ever happy in our Lord: 
Keep us by thy interceſſion, 
Fill we ſee thy face above, 
Where of lite the full poltchion © 
Fills the foul with peiſect love. 


ts x MN . CAXAIV. 
AWAY, my unbelieving fear! 


Fear ſhall in me no more take place: 


My Saviour doth not yet appear, 


He hides the brightnels of his face: 


But ſhall 1 therefore let Him go, 
And baſely to the tempter yiclu; 


No—in the itrenzih of Jesvs—uo, 


I never will give up my ſhicld, 


Aitho' the vine its fruit deny, 
Altho' the olive yield no oil; 


The with'ring fig tree droop and die, 


The field clude the tiller's toil ; 


Ih 
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The empty fall no herd afford, 
And periſh all the bleating race; 
Yet will | triumph in the Lon p, 
The Gop of my falvation praiſe. 


Barren altho* my ſoul remain, 
And no one bud of grace appear; 
No fruit of all my roll and pain; 
But fin, and only fin is here ; 
Altho' my gifts and comforts loſt, 
My blooming hopes cut off | fee; 
Yet will I in my SAvV1oUR truſt. 
And glory that He died' for me. 


In hope believing againſt hope, 

Jesus my Lokp and Gop [| claim 
Jesus, my ſtrength, fhall lift me up; 
Salvation is in jEsU's Name 

To me He ſoon ſhall bring it "nigh ; 
My tout ſhall then outſtrip the Wind; 
On wings of love mount up on high, | 
And leave the world and lin behind. 


HYMN CXV. 


V HAT ſhall we render unto Thee, 
Thou glorious Lok b of life and pow's ? 

Teach us to bow the humble knee, 

Peach us with thankfulneſs t adore ; 

To praiſe Thee as thy ſaints above, 

To praiſe Thee for thy wond'rous love. 


X 2 When 


* 
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When like loft ſheep' we wander'd 4 wat 
And left the watchful Shepherd's eye; 
When borne along th” impetuous tide 
Of this world's fin and vanity z 


Our Jesus from the heav'ns came down, Who 
To fave us by his grace alone. And | 
He bore our fins upon the tree, Tis 
(To ſeek and ſave the loſt He came) Who 
There was He bound to ſet us free We] 
From death and everlaſting ſhame-; And i 


The captive flock from hell was freed, 
And ranſom'd when their Shepherd bled. 


Before the FArHER's awful throne, 


Our merciful High Prieſt He ſtands, Of 
And interceding for his own, * 
The purchas'd remnant now demands ; A lig! 
His people's everlaſting Friend, Th 
Who, loving—loves them to the end, 
Whey 
May we, his baniſh'd ones, rejoice W] 
Him for our Lord and Gop to own ; Wher 
To take Him as our only choice. Of 
And cleave in love to Him alone: 
Be growing up in holineſs, W hat 
Then meet Him in the realms of peace. Ho 
Then ſhall our grateful longs: abound, But tl 
And ev'ry tear be wip'd away ! Th 
No fin, no ſorrow ſhall be found, Retur 
No night o'ercioud the endleſs day. Sw 
O praiſe Him! all beneath, above; J hat. 
An 


O praiſe Him ! praiſe the God of love ! 
HY MN 
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Far Gop is the Gop we adore, * 
Our faithful unchangeable Friend; 3 | 

Whoſe love is as great as his pow'r, 

And neither knows meaſure nor end : 


*Tis Jesus, the Firſt, and the Laſt ; 
Whoſe Spir1T ſhall guide us ſaſe home: 
We'll praiſe Him for all that is paſt, 

And truſt Him for all that's to come. 


HY MN CXVI.. 


H! for a cloſer walk with Gon, 
A calm and heav'nly frame 
A light to ſhine upon the road, 
That leads me to the Lamns. 


Where is the bleſfedneſs I knew, 
When firſt I faw the Lord ? 
Where is the ſoul refreſhing view 

Of }esvs, and his word! 8 


What peaceful hours I once enjoy'd ! 
How ſweet their mem'ry {till ! 

But they have left an aching void, 
The world can never fill. 


Return, O Holy Dove, return, 
Sweet Meſſenger of reſt: 

J hate the fins that made Thee mourn, 
And drove Thee from my breaſt, 
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The deareſt idol I have known, 
Whate'er that idol be, 
Help me to tear it from thy throne, 
And worſhip only Thee. 


So ſhall. my walk be cloſe with Gop, 

Calm and ſcrene my frame ; J 
So puter liz ht ſhall mark the road, 

T hat leads me to the Lam. 


HYMN CXVIIL 


HO” troubles aſſail, and dangers affright, 
Tho' friends ſhould all fail and foes all unite; 
Yet one thing ſecures us, whatever betide, 
The Scripture ailures us, The LoRp will provide. 


The birds without barn or ſtorehvuſe are fed; 
From them let us learn to truſt for our bread; 
His ſaints, what is fitting, ſhail ne'er be deny'd, 
So long as it's written, Phe LORD will provide. 


Me may, like the ſhips, by tempeſts He toſt 
On perilous deeps, but cannot be loft : 

Tho' Satan enrages the wind and the tide, 
The promiſe engages the LORD will provide. 


His call we obey, like Abra'm of old, 

Not knowing our way, but faith makes us bold; 
For iho* we are ſtrangers, we have a good Guide, 
And truſt in all dangers, The Lok will provide. 


When Satan appears to ſtop up our path, 


And fill us with fears, we triumph in faith; 


He cannot take from us, tho' oft he has try 'l, 
This heart-cheering promiſe, The Lorp wilt 


provide, 
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Ne tells us we're weak, our hope is in vain; 
The good that we ſeek we ne'er ſhall obtain: 
But when ſuch ſuggeſtions our ſpirits have ply'd 


This anſwers all queſtions, The Lok» will pro- 
vide, 


No ſtrength of our own, or goodneſs we claim; 

Yet ſince we have known the SAviouR's great 
Name, 

In this our ſtrong tower for ſafety we hide; 

The LokD is our power, the Lok D will provide. 


When life ſinks apace, and death is in view. 

This word of his grace ſhall comfort us, thro' : 

No fearing or doubting with CHR1sT on our fide, 

We hope to dic ſhouting, The Lord will pro- 
vide, 
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OY is a fruit that will not grow 

Un nature's barren ſoil ; 

All we can boaſt, till CHRIST we know, 
Is vanity and toil. 


But where the Lonxp has planted grace, 
And made his glories known, - 

There fruits of heav'nly joy and peace 
Are found, and there alone, | 


A bleeding SAvicu, ſeen by faith, 
A ſenſe of pard'ning love, 

A hope that triumphs over death, 
Gives joys like thoſe above. 
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To take a glimpſe within the vail, 
To know that Gob is mine, 
Are ſpringꝑs of joy that never fail, 
Unſpeakably divine! | 


Theſe are the joys which ſatisfy 
And ſanctify the mind; 

Which make the ſpirit mount on high, 
And leave the world behind. 


No more, believers, mourn your lot, 
But if you are the Lord's. 

Reſign to them that know Him not 
Such joys as earth affords. 


HY MN CXX. 
QAVIOUR, {hine, and cheer my foul, 


Bid my dying hopes revive; 
Make my wounded ſpirit whole; 
Far away the tempter drive ; 
Speak the word and ſet me free, 
Let me live alone to Thee. 


Shall I figh and pray in vain ? 

Wilt Thou ftiil refuſe to hear? 
Wilt Thou not return again ? 
Muſt I yield to black deſpair ? 
Thou haſt taught my heart to pray, 
Canſt Thou turn thy face away? 


Once 1 thought my mountain ſtrong, 
Firmly fixt no more to move; 

Then thy grace was all my ſong, 
Then my ſoul was filPd with love: 
Thoſe were happy golden days, 
Sweetly ſpent in prayer and praiſe, 
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When my friends have ſaid, “ Beware, 
“ Soon or late you'll find a change; 
could fee no cauſe for fear; 

Vain their caution ſeem'd and ſtrange : 
Not a cloud obſcur'd my ſky ; 

Could I think a tempeſt nigh ? 


Little then my ſelf I knew; 

Little thought of Satan's pow'r : 
Now I find their words were true; 
Now [I feel the ſtormy hour! 

Sin has put my joys to flight; 

Sin has chang'd my day to night. 


Satan afks, and mocks my woe. 

% Boaſter, where is now your Gop ? 
Silence, Loks, this cruel foe, 

Let him know I'm bought with blood: 
Tell him, ſince I know thy Name, 
Tho' I change, Thou art the fame. 


HYMN CXXL 
THERE is a fountain fill'd with blood, 


Drawn fron IMMANUEL's veins, 
And finners, plung'd beneath that flood, 
Lofe all their guilty ſtains, 
The dying thief rejoic'd to ſee 
T hat fountain in his day; 
And there have I, as vile as he, 
Wafh'd all my ſins away. 


Dear dying Lams, thy precious blood 
Shall never Joſe its pow'r, 
Till alt the ranſom'd church of Gov 


Be ſav'd, to fin no more. 
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E'er ſince, by faith, I ſaw the ſtream = A 
Thy flowing wounds ſupply, 1 
Redeeming love has been my theme, 1 7 


And ſhall be till J die. 


Then in a nobler, ſweeter ſong, 
PII ſing thy pow'r to fave, 

When this poor liſping ſtamm'ring tongue 
Lies ſilent in the grave. 

Lok, I believe Thou haſt prepar'd 
(Unworthy tho? | be) 

For me a blood-bought free reward, 
A golden harp for me ! 


*Tis ſtrung, and tun'd for endleſs years, 
And form'd by pow'r divine, 

To found, in Gop the FaTuaen's ears, 
No other Name but Thine. | 


HYMN CXXII. 


TJ HE book of nature open lies, 
With much inſtruction {tor'd ; 
But till the LokD anoints our eyes, 
We cannot read a word. 


Philoſophers have por'd in vain, GE 


And gueſs'd, from age to age; bh 1 
For reaſon's eye could ne'er attain 8 ea, 
To underſtand a page. But 
Tho' to each ſtar they give a name, <8 
T 


It's ſize and motions teach; 
The truths which all the ſtars proclaim, . 
} 


Their wiſdom cannot reach. 
Wick 
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With ſkill to meaſure earth and ſea, 
And weigh the ſubtle air, 

They cannot, Lo&D, diſcover Thee, 
'Tho' prefent ev'ry where. 

The knowledge of the ſaiats excels 
The wiſdom of the ichools ; 

To them his ſecrets Gop reveals, 
Tho' men account them fools. 


To them the ſun and ſtars on high, 
The flow'rs that paint the field, 

And all the artleſs birds that fly, 
Divine inſtruction yield. 


The creatures on their ſenſes preſs, 
As witneiles to prove 

Their SaviouR's pow'r and ſaithfulneſs, 
His providence and love. 


Thus may we ſtudy nature's book, 
To make us wile indeed! 
And';:ity thoſe who only look 
At what they cannot read, 


HYMN CXXIIE. 


CEE the world for youth prepares, 

Harlot like, her guady ſnares ! 
Pleatures round her ſeem to wait, 
But tis all a painted cheat. 


Raſh and unſuſpecting youth 
Thinks to find thee always ſmooth, 
Always kind, till better taught 

By experience dearly bought, 
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So the calm, but faithleſs ſea, 
(Lively emblem, world, of thee) 
Tempts the ſhepherd from the ſhore 
Foreign regions to explore, 


While no wrinkled wave is ſeen, 


While the ſky remains ſerene, 


Fill'd with hopes, and golden ſchemes, 
Of a ſtorm he little dreams. 


But ere long the tempeſt raves ; 
Then he trembles at the waves; 


Wiſhes then he had been wiſe, 


But too late—he ſinks and dies. 


Hapleſs thus are they, vain world, 
Soon on rocks of ruin hurl'd, 


Who admiring thee, untry'd, 


Court thy pleaſure, wealth, or pride. 


Such a ſhipwreck had been mine, 
Had not Jesus (NAME Divine!) 
Sav'd me with a mighty hand, 


And reſtor'd my ſoul to land. 


Now with gratitude I raiſe 


Ebenezers to his praiſe ; 


Now my raſh purſuits are o'er ; 
I can truſt thee, world, no more. 


HY MN CXXIV. 
P15 my happineſs below 


Not to live without the croſs ; 
But the SaviouR's pow'r to know, 
Sanctifying ev'ry loſs ; 


Trials 


als 
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Trials muſt and will befal; | 
But with humble faith to ſee, 


Love inſerib'd __ them all ! 
This 1s happinels to me. 


Cop, in Iſrael, ſows the ſeeds 


Of affliction, pain, and toil ; 

Theſe ſpring up, and choke the weeds, 
Which would elſe o'erfpread the foil: 
Trials make the promile ſweet ; 

Trials give new lite to pray'r ; 

Trials bring me to his feet, 

Lay me low, and keep me there. 


Did I meet no trials here, 

No chaſtiſement by the way, 

Might I not with reaſon fear 

I ſhould prove a caſt-away ? 
Baſtards may eſcape the rod, 

Sunk in earthly, vain delight; 

But the true-born child of Gop 
Muſt not; would not, if he might. 


HY MN CXXV. 
| Aſk'd the Logo that I might grow 


In faith, in love, and ev'ry grace; 
Might more of his ſalvation know, 
And ſeek more earneſtly his face. 


Twas He who taught me thus to pray, 
And He, I truſt, has anſwer'd pray's ; 
But it has been in ſuch a way 

As almoſt drove me to deſpair, 


'F. 


I hop'd 
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J hop'd that in ſome iavour'd hour 
At once fle'd anſwer my requelt ; 
And by his love's conſtraining pow'r, 
Subdue my fins, and give me relt, 


Inſtead of this, He made me feel 


= The hidden evils of my heart ; 


And let the angry pow rs of hell 
Aſſault my ſoul in ev'ry part. 


Yea, more; with His own hand he ſeem'd 
Intent to aggravate my woe ; 
Croſs'd all the fair deſigns I ſchem' d, 


Blaſted my gourds, and laid me low. 


LoRD, why is this? I trembling cry'd ; 
Wilt Thou purſue thy worm to death ? 
« Tis in this way,” the LokD reply'd, 
« I anſwer pray'r for grace and faith. 


„ Theſe inward trials I employ 

« From felt and pride to ſet thee free; 
* And break thy ſchemes of earthly joy, 
That thou may'ſt find thy all in Me.” 


HYMN CXXVI. 


HO bleſt thy creature is, O Gov, 
When with a ſingle eye 

He views the Juſtre of thy word, 

The day-ſpring from on high ! 


Thro' all the ſtorms that veil the ſkies, 
And frown on earthly things, 

The Sun of Righteouſneſs he eyes 
With healing on his wings. 


Struck 


St 


81 
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Struck by that light, the human heart, 
A barren ſoil no more, 


Sends the ſweet'{mell of grace abroad, 
Where ſerpents lurk'd before. 


The ſou], a dreary province once 
Of Satan's dark domain, 

Feels a new empire form'd within, 
And own's a heav*nly reign. 


The glorious orb, whoſe golden beams 
The fruilful year controul, 

Since firſt, obedient to thy word, 
He ſtarted from the gaol, 


Has cheer'd the nations with the joys 
His orient rays impart : 

But IEsus, 'tis thy light alone 
Can ſhine upon the heart. 


HY MN CXXVIL 
08D, my ſoul with pleaſure ſprings, 


When []Esus' name I hear; 
And when Gop the SPIRIT brings 
The word of promiſe near : 
Beauties too, in halineſs, 
Still delighted I perceive; 
Nor have words that can expreſs 
The joys thy precepts give. 
Cloth'd in ſanctity and grace, 
How ſweet it is to ſee 
Thoſe who love Thee, as they pals, 
Or when they wait on Thee : 


Y 2 Pleaſant 
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Pleaſant too, to fit and tell In 
What we owe to Love divine, ＋T. 
Till our grateful boſoms ſwell, B. 
And eyes begin to ſhine. 755 
Theſe the comtorts I poſſeſs, | Ex 
Which God ſhall {till increaſe; Al 
All his paths are pleaſantneſs, gh 
And all his ways are peace. 1. 
Nothin Eser did or ſpoke, _ 81 
Henceforth let me ever ſlight; ry 
For ! love his eaſy yoke, 15 
And find his burden light. | F. 
HYMN CXXVIIL - 
HA. ſuv'reign Love ! that firſt began . 
The n, to reſcue fallen man: A1 
Hail matchleſs, free, eternal grace, 
That gave my ſoul an-hiding-place. 5 
Againſt the Gop who rules the ſky, TS vw 
I tought with hand uplitted high 4 
Deſpis'd the mention of his grace ; : 
Too proud to ſeek an hiding place. 
Enwrapt i in thick Egyptian n, 
And fond of darkneſs more than light, 
Madly I ran the finful race, 
Secure, without an hiding-place, 
But thus th' eternal council ran, 
4 Almighty Love, arreſt that man : * 
I felt the arrows of diſtreſs, | In 


And tound I had no hiding place, 
Indignant 
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Indignant juſtice ſtood in view z 

To Sinai's fiery mount I flew ; 

But juſtice cry'd, with frowning face, 
« This mountain is no hiding-place.” 


Ere long an heav*nly voice I heard, 
And Mercy's angei-form appear'd; 

She led me on, with placid grace, 

o Jksus as my hiding place. 

Should ſtorms of ſev'nfold thunder roll, 
And ſhake the globe from pole to pole, 
No. flaming bolt could daunt my face, 
For Jesus is my. biding-place. 


On Him almiglity vengeance tell, 
That muſt have ſunk a world to hell ; 
He bare it for the choſen race, 

And thus became their hiding-place. 


A few more rolling ſuns, at moſt, 
Will land me on fair Canaan's _ 
Where I ſhall ſing the ſong of grace, 
And ſee my glorious hiding-place.* 


HYM N CXXIX. 
YE dying ſons of men, \ 


Immers'd in ſin and woe, 
The Goſpel's voice attend, 
While Jesvs ſends to you: 
Ye periſhing and guilty come, 
In JEsus' heart there yet is room. 
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Pleaſant too, to fit and tell Ind 
What we owe to Love divine, 2.0 
Till our grateful boſoms ſwell, * Bu 
And eyes begin to ſhine, WF, 
Theſe the comforts I poſſeſs, Erc 
Which God ſhall {till increaſe ; An 
All his paths are pleaſantneſs, Shi 
And all his ways are peace, | 0 

n JEsus did or ſpoke, 81 
Hencetorth let me ever ſlight; An 
For t love his eaſy yoke, No 
And find his burden light. Fo 
HYMN CXXVIII. — 
| | | ; 
HALL. lov'reign Love ! that firſt began He 
The ſcheme to reſcue fallen man: An 

Hail WH, fr eternal grace, 

That gave my ſoul an hiding- place. i 
Againſt the Gop who rules the ſky, 3 w 
I tought with hand uplifted high; An 


Deſpis'd the mention of his grace; 
Too proud to ſeek an hiding-place. 
Enwrapt in thick Egyptian night, 
And fond of darkneſs more than light, ; 
Madly I ran the ſinful race, 
Secure, without an hiding-place. 


But thus th” eternal council ran, 
& Almighty Love, arreſt that man :” ee 
J felt the arrows of diſtreſs, ; In 


And tound I had no hiding place, 
| Indignant 
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Indignant juſtice ſtood in view z 

To Sinai's fiery mount I flew ; 

But juſtice cry'd, with frowning face, 
« This mountain is no hiding-place.” 


Ere long an heav*nly voice I heard, 
And Mercy's angei-form appear'd ; 
She led me on, with placid grace, 


o JEsus as my hiding place. 


Should ſtorms of ſev'nfold thunder roll, 
And ſhake the globe from pole to pole, 
No flaming bolt could daunt my face, 
For Jesus is my biding-place. 


On Him almighty vengeance tel], 
That muſt have ſunk a world to hell ; 
He bare it for the choſen race, 

And thus became their hiding-place. 


A few more rolling ſuns, at moſt, 
Will land me on fair Canaan's coaſt, 
Where I ſhall ſing the ſong of grace, 
And ſee my glorious hiding-place.* 


HY M N CXXLX. 
YE dying ſons of men, x 


Immers'd in fin and woe, 
The Goſpel's voice attend, 
While I Esus ſends to you: 
Ye periſhing and guilty come, 
In JEsus' heart there yet is room. 


Y 3 
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No longer now delay, 

Nor vain excuſes frame; 

He bids you come to day, 

Tho' poor, and blind, and lame: 
All things are ready, ſinner, come, 
For trembling ſouls there yet is room. 


Believe the heav'nly word 

His meſſengers proclaim; 

He is a gracious LoRD, 

And faithful is his name: 5 
Backſliding ſouls, return and come, 
Call off deſpair, there yet is room. 


Compell'd by bleeding Love, 
Ye wand'ring ſheœep draw near ; 
CuxIs x calls you from above; 
His charming accents hear! 
& Let whoſoever will now come, 
In Mercy's breaſt there yet is room.“ 


HY MN CXXX. 


ESU, my SAVIOUR, in thy face 

The eſſence lives of ev'ry grace; 
All things beſide which charm the ſight, 
Are ſhadows tipt with glow-worm light. 


Thy beauty, LoRD, th' enraptur'd eye 
Which fully views it, firſt muſt die: 
Then let me die, thro' death to know 


That joy I ſeek in vain below. 


—— 
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ESU, at thy command, 
I launch 1nto the deep, 
And leave my native land, 
Where fin lulls all afleep : 
For Thee I fain would all reſign, 
And ſail to heav'n with Thee and thine. 


What tho” the ſeas are broad, 

What tho' the waves are ſtrong, 

What tho” tempeſtuous winds 

Diſtreſs me all along; 
Yet what are ſeas, or ſtormy winds, 
Compar'd to CHRIST, the ſinner's friend? 


CHRIST is my Pilot wile; 
My compaſs is his word: 
My ſoul each ſtorm deſies, 
While I have ſuch a LoRD! 


I truſt his faithfulneſs and pow'r 
To ſave me in the trying hour. 


Tho' rocks and quickſands deep 
Thre' all my paſſage lie, 
Yet CHRIST ſhall ſafely keep, 
And guide me with his eye: 
How can! fink with ſuch 2 prop, 
T hat bears the world and all things up ? 


By faith I ſee the land, 

The hav'n of endleſs reſt : 

My ſoul, thy wings expand, 

And fly to JEsU's breaſt ! 
O may I reach the heav'nly ſhore, 
Where winds and ſeas diſtreſs no more. 
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Whene'er becalm'd I lie, 
And all my ſtorms ſubfide, 
Then to wy ſuccour fly, 
And keep me near thy ſide ; 


For more the treach'rous calm I dread Spe 
Than tempeſts burſting o'er my head. An 
Come heav'nly wind and blow J 
A proſp'rous gale of grace, 
To watt from all below 12 
To heav'n, my deſtin'd place; Dr) 


Then in full fail my port I Il find, 


And leave the world and ſin behind. Ry 

| I at 
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3 let thy pitying eye | — 
Call back a wand'ring ſheep ; « TD 

Falſe to Thee, like Peter, I 7 
Would fain like Peter weep. * 

Let me be by grace reſtor'd, N 

On me be all long-ſuff ring ſhewn; 7 


Turn and look upon me Lox, 
And break my heart of ſtone. 


SAVIOUR, Prince enthron'd above, 
Repentance to impart, 

Give me, through thy dying love, 
The humble contrite heart: 

Give me, what I've long implor'd, 

A portion of thy grief unknown; 
Turn and look, &c. 


See 


HY MNS. 


See me, SAVIOUR, from above, 
Nor ſuffer me to die; | 

Lite, and happineſs, and love, 
Drop from thy gracious eye : 

Speak the reconciling word, 

And let thy mercy melt me down ; 
Turn and look, &c, 


Look as when thy grace beheld 
The harlot in diſtreſs ; 

Dry'd her tears, her pardon ſeal'd, 
And bid her go in peace: 

Foul like her, and ſelf abhorr'd, 

I at thy feet for mercy groan; 


Turn and look, &c, 


Look as when condemn'd for them, 
Thou didſt thy follow'rs ſee; 
„ Daughters of Jeruſalem, 


« Weep tor yourſelves, not Me.” 


Am I by my God deplor'd, 
And ſhail I not myſelf bemoan ? 
Turn and look, &c. 


Look as when thy piteous eye 
Was clos'd, that we might live; 
© FATHER, (at the point to die, 


« My SAVIOUR gaſp'd) forgive.” 
Surely with that dying word 
He turns, and looks, and cries—* Tis done :” 


O my dying, gracious LORD, 
This breaks my heart of ſtone. 
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PRAISE the, LoRD who reigns above, 
And xeeps his courts below : 
Praile the holy Gop of love, Tl 
And all his greatneſs ſhew : At 
Praiſe Him for his noble deeds, Fron 
Praiſe Him for his matchleſs pow'r; 
Him from whom all good proceeds, 12 
Let earth and heav'n adore. | Its 


Publiſh, ſpread to all around, 

The great IMMANUEL's Name; 
Let the trumpet's martial ſound 

Him LoRD of hoſts proclaim : 
Praiſe Him ev'ry tuneful ſtring, 
All the reach of heav'nly art; 
All the pow'rs of muſic bring, 
The muſic of the Heart. 


Him in whom we move and live, 
Let ev'ry creature ſing ; 
Glory to their Maker give, 

And homage to their King: 
Hallow'd be his name beneath; 
As in heav'n, on earth ador'd ; 
Praiſe the L,oRD in ev'ry breath: 

Let all things praiſe the Lok p. 


HYMN CXXXIV. 


TH Gop of Abram praiſe, 
| Who reign's enthron'd above ; 


Ancient of everlaſting days, 
And Gov of love. 


HY MNS. ys 


JEHovVAH, great I AM! 
By earth and heav'n confeſt: 
bo and bleſs the ſacred Name 
For ever bleſt. 


The Gop of Ab'ram praiſe, 
At whole ſupreme command 
from earth I riſe, and ſeek the joys 
At his right hand. 
1 all on earth forſake, 
Its wiſdom, fame, and pow'r, 
And Him my only portion make, 


My ſhield and tow'r. 


The Gop of Abr'am praile, 
W hoſe all- ſufficient grace 
Shall guide me all my happy days 
In all his ways. 
He calls a worm his friend! 
He calls Himſelf my Gop! 
And He ſhall ſave me to the end 
Thro' JEsU's blood, 


He by Himſelf has ſworn, 
I on his oath depend, 
| ſhall, on eagle's wings upborne, 
To heav'n aſcend : 
I ſhall behold his face, 
I ſhall his pow'r adore, 
And ſing the wonders of his gace 
For evermore. * 


HYMN 
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HYMN CXXXV. 
A Debtor to mercy alone, 


Of covenant-mercy 1 ling ; 
Nor fear, with thy righteouſneſs on, 
My perſon and off ring to bring. 
The terrors of law and of Gp 
With me can have nothing to do ; 
My SaviouR's obedience and blood 
Hide all my tranſgreſſions from view. 


The work which his goodneſs began, 
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The arm of his ſtrength will compleat ; 


His promiſe is yea and amen, 
And never was forleited yet. 


Things future, nor things that are now, 


Nor all things below or above, 
Can make Him his purpoſe forego, 
Or ſever my ſoul from his love, 


My name from the palms of his hands 


Eternity will not eraſe: 

Impreſt on his heart it remains, 
In marks of indelible grace. 

Yes, I to the end thall endure, 

As ſure as the earneſt is giv'n ;— 
More happy, but not more ſecure, 
The glorify'd ſpirits in heav'n. 


HYMN CXXXVI. 


O Js u our Loxp, 
Thy Name be ador'd 


For all the rich bleſſings eonvey'd thro' thy 


word. 


An 


Th 


An 


Wi 


Anc 


But 


And 


thy 


In ſpirit we trace 
Thy wonders of grace, 
And cheertuily join in a concert of praiſe, 


The trumpet of Gop 
Is ſounding abroad 
The language of Mercy—Salvation thro' blood. 


Thrice happy are they 
Who hear and obey, 
And ſhare in the bleſſings of this goſpel day. 


The people who know 
The SAvIour below, 
With burning affection to worſhip Him 


The people are bleſt 
Who lean on his breaſt, 
And have a rich foretaſte of his promis'd reſt» 


This blefling be mine 
Thro' favor-divine ; 
But O my REDEEMER, the glory is thine, 


The work is of grace; 
Thine, thine be the praiſe ! 


And mine to adore Thee, and tell of thy ways. 


HY M N CXXXVII. 


RELOVED: -SAVIOUR, faithful Friend, 
The joy of all thy croſs's train, 

In mercy to our aid deſcend, 

Or elſe we wo:ſhip Thee in vain. 
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In vain we meet to ſing and pray, Fa 
Tf CnRIS r his influence withhold ; Lo\ 
Our hearts remain as cold as clay, His 
Till we our Gov by faith behold, An 
Then let us feel thy healing beams, 1 

And view thy reconciled face; Fo 
Yea, prove thy prefence in theſe means, To 
To bleſs a vile and helpleſs race. 0 
Here manifeſt Thyſelf in peace; 

Thy faithful mercies now make known; | 
Oh! breache on us a gale of grace, A 
And ſend the cheering bleſſing down.“ oa. 

HYMN CxxxIII. St 
FLOW faſt, my tears, the cauſe is great; 7 
This tribute claims an injur'd Friend; 7 
One whom I long purſu'd with hate, 
And yet He lov'd mc to the end: Th 
When Death his terrers round me ſpread, Out 
And atm*d his arrows round my head, C 
CHRIST interpos'd, the wound He bore, T 
And bade the monſter. dare no more. 10 
Faſt flow my tears, yet faſter flow, N 


Stream copious as yon purple tide; 
I'was I that dealt the deadly blow, 
I urg'd the hand that pierc'd his fide. | 7 
Keen pangs and agonizing ſmart F 
Opprets his foul, and rend his heart; 
W hilſt Juſtice, arm'd with pow'r divine, 
Pours on his head what's due to mine, 


Faſt 


1 1 


Faſt and yet faſter flow my tears, 

Love breaks the heart, and drains the eyes; 
His viſage marr'd, tow'rds heaven He rears, 
And, pleading for his murd'rers, dies! 

My grief nor meaſure knows, nor end, 
Till He appears, the finner's Friend, 

And gives me, in ſome happy hour, 

To feel the rifen SAVIOUR's power. 


HY MN CXXXIX. 


LL ye that paſs by, to Jesvs draw nigh; 
To you it is nothing that ISsus ſhould die? 


Our ranfom and peace, our Surety He is: 
Come, lee if there ever was forrow like his ? 


For what you have done, his blood did atone ; 
The FATHER has puniſh'd for you his Gear Sox! 
Our ranſom and peace, &c. | 


The Lo, in the day of his anger, did lay 
Our fins on the Lams, and He bore them away. 


Our ranſom and peace, &c. 


He anſwer'd for all who come at his call, 
And low at his croſs with aſtoniſhment fall. 


Our ranſom and peace, &c, 
HYMN CXL. 


FROM heav'n the loud, th' angelic ſong began; 
It ſhook the ſkies, and reach'd aſtoniſh'd man: 
By man re-echo'd, it ſhall mount again; 


Whilit fragrant odors fill the bliſsful plain. 
2 2 Worthy 
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Worthy the Lams of boundleſs ſway, Me 
In earth or heav'n the Lord of all: W. 
Ye princes, rulers, pow'rs, obey, Th 
And low before his footſtool fall. | An 
The deed was done; the Lame was lain ;; be 
The groaning earth the burden bore: « 
He roſe, He lives, He lives to reign, TH 
Nor time ſhall ſhake his endleſs pow'r. is. 
Riches, and all that decks the great, 6 
From worlds unnumber'd hither bring; EE. 
The tribute pour before his ſcat, Th 
And hail the triumphs of our King. Th 
Wiſdom and ſtrength are his alone; Ho 
He rais'd the top ſtone, ſhouting, Grace ! * 
Honor has rais'd his lofty throne, Th 
And glory ſhines upon his face. W 
From heav'n, from earth, loud burſts of praiſe Bu 
The mighty bleſſings ſhall proclaim ; 3 (0 
Bleſſings that earth to glory raiſe, GC 
The purchaſe of the wounded Lams. | An 
Higher, ſtill higher, ſwell the ſtrain Th 
Creation's voice the note prolong : | Or 
The Lams ſhall ever, ever reign ; Ne 
Let Hallelujahs crown the ſong. Ss Nc 
HYMN CXLI. [4s 

I dreary waſtes, where horror dwells, | W 
Where Satan holds his gloomy reign ; 1 


And each returning day but tells 
The tale renew'd of grief and pain; 


Me, 


* 
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Me, gracious LoRD, thine eye beheld 
Wand'ring in labyrinths of woe; 
Thy cheering ray the night diſpell'd, 
And gave thy ſaving truth to know. 


And is there hope?“ amaz'd I faid ; 
And is there mercy from my Gov ? 

«© Shall juſtice ſpare my guilty head, 

„ And all be waſh'd away in blood? 
„Shall CHRISTH himſelf that blood ſupply, 
„ Atonement juſt, becauſe divine?“ 

Thy word affords the ſweet reply, 

* 2 SPIRIT tells me all is mine. 


How bleſt my ſtate ! how chang'd the ſcene 
What wonders open to my view! 

The defart ſmiles in vernal green, 

With flow'rs adorn'd of various hue : 

But chief the Lily and the Roſe 

(Of CHrIsT the fragrant emblems fair) 
God's ſaving myſtery diſcloſe, 

And breathe their ſweetneſs thro' the air. 


The raven's brooding voice no more, 
Or owlet's ſcreech oftend the ear; 
Nor dragon's cry, nor lion's roar, 
Nor doleful creatur- ſhall appear: 
But birds meludious ſtrain the throat, 
And turtles coo throughout the land; 
W hilt man exalts the ſwelling note, 
The leader of the grateful band. 
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G0 of my ſalvation hear, 1 
And help me to believe; 
Simply do I now draw near * 
Thy blefſing to receive: 
Full of guilt, alas ! I am, Fo 
But to thy wounds for refuge fice : 
Friend of finners, ſpotleſs Lans, 
Thy blood was ſhed for me, 


Nothing have I, Lox, tc pav 
Nor can thy grace procure ; j 
Empty ſend me not away, 
For I, Thou know'ſt, am poor: 
BO and afhes. is/wy name, 
My all is fin and miſery ; 
Friend of ſinners, &c. 


= my M4 


Without money, without price, 
I come thy love to buy ; 

From myſelf J turn my eyes, 

The chief of finners I. 

Take, O take me as [ am, 

And let me Joſe myſelf in Thee; 
Friend of ſinners, &c. 


XIII. 
I ey ry trouble ſharp and ſtrong, 


True faith to JEsus flies; 
Its anchor- hold is firm in Him 


When ſwelling billows riſe. 
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His 


His comforts bear our fpirits up; 
We truit a faithful Gop : 

The ſure foundation of our hope 
Is in a SAVIOUR'S blood. 


Loud Ha! lelujahs ling, each ſoul, 
To thy LEDEEMER's Name; 

In joy, in ſorrow, life or death, 
His love is ſtill the ſame. 


HT MN CXLIV. 


e ve poor, ye ſick, ye blind, 
fn diforder'd trembli nz throng 

To you the Goſpel calls, to you 

Mess1aHn's bleſſings all belong. 


Reaſon's and virtue's boaſting ſons 
Derive no Pong from this Tree: 
For ſinners only Tesus dy'd ; 
Then ſure I hear he dy'd for me. 


"Twas with our griefs MesStAH groan a 
*T was with our guilt! his ſoul was try'd; 
Our puniſhment He took, He bore, 
And ſinnets liv'd when Jesus dy'd. 


Awake each heart, ariſe each ſoul, 

And join the blisful choirs above 
Jay nothing tune our future Cound 

But heav'nly wiſdom, heay'nly love! 
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IG there a thing that moves and breaks T 
A heart as hard as ſtone, K. 
Or warms a heart as cold as ice? 
Tis J Esus' blood alone. G! 
One drop of this can truly cheer, 
And heal the wounded foul : V1 
What multitude of broken hearts 
This living ſtream makes whole ! Et 
Hark ! O my ſoul, what ſing the choirs | Ar 
Around the glorious throne ! I 
Hark ! the flain Lams for evermore Le 
Sounds in the ſweeteſt tone! 
The elders there caſt down their crowns, T 
And all, both night and day, 
Sing praiſe to-him! who ſhed his blood, = NM 
And waſh'd their guilt away. In 
And this, while here, we will proclaim 
 - Cheerful in our degree, N 
That thro' the blood of God's dear LAuR ; 
Each ſoul may happy be, sS G 


But Thou, O Lok, make ev'ry day 
Thy grace to us more ſweet, r 
Till we behold thy wounded fide, F 
And worſhip at thy feet. 9 1 
eL VI. 


1 me, O my Sav1ouk ſtand 


In cv'ry trying hour; | > 
Guard me with thy outſtretch'd hand, 


And hold me by thy pow'r: Li 
Mindful | 
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Mindful of thy faithful word, 

Thine all- ſufficient grace beſtow z 

Keep me, keep me, deareſt LoRD, 
And never let me go. 


Give me, Lord, an holy fear, 
And fix it in my heart, 
That | may from evil near 
With ſpeedy care depart 14 
Still the timely help afford, 
And all thy loving-kindneſs ſhow ; 
Keep me, &c. 


Let me never leave thy breaſt 
From Thee, my SAVIOUR, tray 

Thou art my ſupport and reſt, 
My true and living way 

My exceeding great Teward 

In heav'n above, and earth below: 
Keep me, Kc. 


Never let me go, till I, 212 
Upborne on wings of love, 

Gain the regions of the ſky, 
And take my ſeat above : 

Thou haſt paſt thy precious word, 

That Thou wilt bring me ſafely LETT! j 

Thou wilt, therefore, keep me, LoRD, 
Nor ever let me go. 


HYMN CXLVIL 
0 LORD, my beſt deſire fulfil, 


And . me to reſign 
Life, health, and comfort, to thy will, 
And make thy pleaſure mine. 


. 
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Why hould I ſhrink at thy command, 
Whoſe love forbids my fears ? 

Or tremble at the gracious hand 
7 wipes away my tears? 


No. let me rather freely yield 
W-hat moſt I prize, to Thee, 
Who never haſt a good withheld, 

Or wil: wilt withhold from me. 


Thy favor, all my journey thro', 
Thou art engag'd to grant: 


What elſe I want, or think I do, 
is better ſtill to want. 


Wiſdom and mercy guide my way: 
Shall I refiſt them both ? 


12228 
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A poor blind creature of a day, W 
And cruſh'd before the moth. | 
But, ah! my inward fpirit cries, Ar 
Still bind me to thy ſway, | | | 
Elſe the next cloud, that veils my ſkies, W 
Drives all theſe thoughts away. 

| An 

HY M N CXLVIII. | 

ESUS, and ſhall it ever be, | See 

A mortal man ſham'd of Thee? ( 
Scorn'd be the thought by rich and poor ! Bel 
O may I ſcorn it more and more! 8 
Aſham'd of JEsus? of that Friend —_ 
On whom for heav'n my hopes depend! Ml 1 
| It muſt not be :—be this mv ſhame, | No 
That I no more revere his Name, 0 


Aſham'd 


HYMNS, 


Aſham'd of ;jzsvs? yes, I may, 
When Þ've no crimes to waſh away; 
No tear to wipe, no joy to crave, 
No fears to quell, or foul to fave. 


Till then, (nor is the boaſting vain) 
Till then, I boaſt a Saviour lain : 
And O may this my portion be, 
That SAviouR—not aſham'd of me! 


HY MN CXLIX. 
WHY does your face, ye humble ſouls, 


Thoſe mournful colours wear? 
What doubts are theſe that waſte your faith, 
And nouriſh your deſpair ? 


What tho' your num'rous fins exeeed 
The ſtars that fill the ſkies 

And aiming at th' eternal Throne, 
Like pointed mountains riſe ? 


What tho' your mighty guilt beyond 
The wide creation ſwell, 

And has its curſt foundations laid 
Low as the depths of hell? 


See, here an endleſs ocean flows 
Of never-failing grace | 
* I 5 . 
Behold a dying SAviouR's veins 
The ſacred flood increaſe | 


It riſes high, and drowns the hill; 
Has heither ſhore nor bound : 
Now, if we ſearch to find our fins, 

Our ſins can ne'er be found! 


Awake, 


* —_—— 
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Awake, our hearts, adore the grace 
That buries all our faults, 

And pard'ning blood, that ſwells above 
Our follies and our thoughts. 


HYMN CL. 


WHY do we mourn departing friends, 
Or ſhake at death's alarms ? 

»Tis but the voice that Jesus ſends 
To call them to his arms. ; 


Are we not tending upward too, 

As faſt as time can move ? 
Why ſhould we wiſh the hours more low 
That keep us from our Love? 


Why ſhould we tremble to convey 

Their bodies to the tomb; 

There the dear fleſh of Jesvs lay, 
And left a ſweet perfume. 


The graves of all his ſaints He bleſt, 
And ſoften'd ev'ry bed: 

Where ſhould the dying members reſt 
But with their dying Head: 


Thence He aroſe, aſcending high, 
And ſhew'd our feet the way: 


Up to the Loxp our fleſh ſhall fly, 
At the great riſing day. 
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